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PART    II 
CHAPTER '  XVn 

THE    NATIONAL    GALLERY 

CoxTRAEY  to  all  reasonable  expectation,  Alec 
Feilcling  called  at  Armorel's  rooms  the  very- 
next  morning — and  quite  early  in  the  morn- 
ing, when  it  was  not  yet  eleven.  Armorei, 
however,  had  already  gone  out.  He  was  re- 
ceived by  Mrs.  Elstree,  who  was,  as  usual, 
sitting,  apparently  asleep,  by  the  fire. 

'  You  have  come  in  the  hope  o^'  seeing 
Armorei  alone,  I  suppose  ? '  she  said 

'Yes.  You  remember,  Zoe,'  he  rephed 
quickly — she  observed  that  he  was  pale,  ana 
that  he  fidgeted  nervously,  and  that  his  eyes, 
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restless  and  scared,  looked  as  if  somebody 
was  huntiniT  him — '  that  we  had  a  talk  about 
it.  You  said  you  wouldn't  make  a  row.  You 
know  you  did.     You  consented.' 

'  Oh,  yes  !  I  remember.  I  am  to  play  an- 
other part,  and  quite  a  new  one.  You  too  are 
about  to  play  a  new  part — one  not  generally 
desired — quite  the  stage  villain.'  He  made  a 
gesture  of  impatience.  '  Consider,  however,' 
she  went  on  quickly,  before  he  could  speak. 
'Do  you  tliink  this  morning — the  day 
after  yesterday  —  quite  propitious  for  your 
purpose  ?  ' 

'  What  do  you  mean  ?  '  he  asked  quickly. 
'  Why  not  the  day  after  yesterday  .^  ' 

'  Nothinof.     Still,  if  I  mio-ht  advise ' 

'Zoe,  you  know  nothing  at  all.  And  time 
presses.  If  there  was  reason,  a  week  ago,  for 
me  to  be  the  reputed  and  accepted  lover  of 
this  girl,  there  is  tenfold  more  reason  now. 
You  don't  know,  I  say.  For  Heaven's  sake 
don't  spoil  things  now  by  any  interference.' 

He  was  at  least  in  earnest.  Mrs.  Eistree 
contemplated  him  with  curiosity.     It  seemed 
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as  if  she  had  never  seen  him  really  in  earnest 
before.  But  now  she  understood.  He  knew 
by  this  time  that  Armorel  had  discovered  the 
source,  the  origins,  of  his  greatness.  She 
might  destroy  him  by  a  word.  This  know- 
ledge would  pierce  the  hide  of  the  most 
pachydermatous  :  his  strength,  you  see,  was 
like  that  of  Samson — it  depended  on  a  secret : 
it  also  now  resembled  that  of  Samson  in  that 
it  lay  at  the  mercy  of  a  woman. 

'  Alec,'  said  Mrs.  Elstree,  softly,  '  you  were 
greatly  moved  last  night  by  several  things — 
by  the  play,  by  the  picture,  by  the  song.  I 
watched  you.  While  the  rest  were  listenino- 
to  the  play,  I  watched  you.  The  room  was 
dark,  and  you  thought  no  one  could  see  you. 
But  I  could  make  out  your  features.  Armorel 
watched  you,  too,  but  for  other  motives.  I 
was  wondering.  She  was  triumphant.  You 
know  why  ?  ' 

'  What  do  you  know  ? ' 

'Your  face,  which  is  generally  so  well 
under  command,  expressed  surprise,  rage,  dis- 
gust, and  terror — all  these  passions,  dear  Alec. 
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On  tlie  stage  we  study  how  to  express  them. 
We  represent  an  exaggeration  so  that  the 
gallery  shall  iinclerstand,  and  we  call  it  Art. 
But  I  know  the  symptoms.' 

'  What  else  do  you  know,  I  ask  ? ' 

'  This  morning  you  are  nervous  and  agi- 
tated. You  are  afraid  of  something.  Alec, 
you  know  what  I  think  of  the  cruelty  and 
hardheartedness  of  this  project  of  yours — to 
sustain  your  credit  on  an  engagement  which 
will  certainly  not  last  a  month — I  could  not 
possibly  suffer  the  girl  to  be  entangled  longer 
than  that — now  give  it  over.' 

'  I  cannot  give  it  over :  it  is  my  only 
chance.  Zoe,  you  don't  know  the  mischief 
she  has  done  me,  and  will  do  me  again.  It  is 
ruin — ruin  ! ' 

'  Well  then,  Alec,  don't  go  after  her  to- 
day. Indeed,  I  advise  you  not.  You  are  not 
in  a  condition  to  approach  the  subject,  and 
she  is  not  in  a  condition  to  be  approached. 
I  do  not  ask  your  reasons,  or  the  kind  of 
mischief  you  mean.  I  sit  here  and  watch. 
In  the  course  of  time  I  find  out  all  things.' 
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'  How  miicli  do  you  know,  Zoe  ?  What 
have  you  fouucl  out  ?  ' 

'  Knowledge,  Alec,  is  power.  Should  I 
part  m  a  moment,  and  for  nothing,  with  what 
I  have  acquired  at  the  expense  of  a  great 
deal  of  contriving  and  putting  together? 
Certainly  not.  You  can  go  and  find  Armorel, 
if  you  persist  in  choosing  such  a  day  for  such 
a  purpose.  She  has  gone,  I  believe,  to  the 
National  Gallery.' 

'  I  must  find  her  to-dav.  I  must  brincr 
thino\s  to  a  head.  Good  Heavens !  I  don't  know 
what  new  mischief  they  may  be  designing.' 

'  Go  home  and  wait.  Alec.  No  one  will 
do  anything  to  you  to-day.  You  are  nervous 
and  excited.' 

'  You  don't  understand,  I  say.  Tell  me, 
did  the  men  talk  last  nif?ht — about  me — in 
your  hearincf  ? ' 

'  Not  in  my  hearing,  certainly.  Go  home 
and  rest.  Alec' 

'I  caimot  rest.     I  must  find  the  i>'irl.' 

'  Well,  if  you  want  her — go  and  find  licr. 
Alec,    remember,    if   you    stood    tlie    faintest 
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chance  of  success  with  her,  I  think  I  should 
have  to  get  up  and  warn  her.  Even  for  your 
sake  I  do  not  think  I  could  suffer  this 
wickedness  to  be  done.  But  you  have  no 
chance — none — not  on  any  day,  particularly 
on  this  day — and  after  last  night.  Go,  how- 
ever— go.' 

When  things  have  gone  so  far  tliat  as- 
signations and  appointments  are  made  and 
places  of  secret  meeting  agreed  upon,  there 
is  hardly  any  place  in  the  whole  of  London 
more  central,  more  convenient,  or  safer  than 
the  National  Gallery.  Here  the  young  lady 
of  society  may  be  perfectly  certain  of  remain- 
ing undiscovered.  At  the  South  Kensington 
no  one  is  quite  safe,  because  in  the  modern 
enthusiasm  for  art  all  kinds  of  people — even 
people  in  society — sometimes  go  there  to  see ' 
embroideries  and  hangings,  and  handiwork  of 
every  sort.  The  India  Museum  is  perhaps 
safer  even  than  the  National  Gallery — safer, 
for  such  a  purpose,  than  any  other  spot  in 
the  world.  But  there  is  a  loneliness  in  its 
galleries    which    strikes    a    chill    to  the  most 
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ardent   heart,    and    damps    the   spirit  of   the 
most  resolute  lover. 

In  the  National  Gallery  there  are  plenty 
of  people :  but  they  are  all  country  visitors, 
or  Americans,  or  copyists :  never  any  people 
of  the  young  lady's  own  set :  and  there  is 
never  any  crowd.  One  can  sit  and  talk  un- 
disturbed and  quiet :  the  copyists  chatter  or 
go  on  Avith  their  work  regardless  of  anything  : 
the  attendants  slumber :  the  visitors  pass 
round  room  after  room,  looking  for  pictures 
which  have  a  story  to  tell — and  a  story 
which  they  can  read.  That,  you  see,  is  the 
only  kind  of  picture — unless  it  be  a  picture 
of  a  pretty  face — which  the  ordinary  visitor 
commonly  understands.  Not  many  young 
people  know  of  this  place,  and  those  who  do 
keep  the  knowledge  to  themselves.  The 
upper  rooms  of  tlie  British  Museum  are  also 
commended  by  some  for  the  same  reason,  but 
the  approaches  are  difficidt. 

This  use  of  the  National  Gallery  once 
understood,  the  thing  which  happened  here 
the  day  after  the  reading  of  the  play  will  not 
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seem  incredible,  though  it  certainly  was  not 
intended  by  the  architect  when  he  designed 
the  building.  Otherwise  there  might  have 
been  convenient  arbours. 

Armorel  went  often  to  the  Gallery :  the 
English  girl  reserves,  as  a  rule,  her  study  of 
pictures,  and  art  generally,  till  she  gets  to 
Florence.  Armorel,  who  had  also  studied 
art  in  Florence,  found  much  to  learn  in  our 
own  neglected  Gallery.  Sometimes  she  went 
alone  :  sometimes  she  went  with  Effie,  and 
then,  being  quite  a  learned  person  in  the 
matter  of  pictures  and  their  makers,  she 
would  discourse  from  room  to  room,  till  the 
day  was  all  too  short.  The  country  visitors 
streamed  past  her  in  languid  procession  :  the 
lovers  met  by  appointment  at  her  very  elbow: 
the  copyists  flirted,  talked  scandal,  wasted 
time,  and  sighed  for  commissions  :  but 
Armorel  had  not  learned  to  watch  people : 
she  came  to  see  the  pictures  :  she  had  not 
begun  to  detach  an  individual  from  the  crowd 
as  a  representative  :  in  other  words,  she  was 
not  a  novelist. 
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This  morning  she  was  alone.  Slie  carried 
a  notebook  and  pencil,  and  was  standing 
before  a  picture  making  notes.  It  was  a  Avet 
morning  :  the  rooms  were  nearly  empty,  and 
the  galleries  were  very  quiet. 

She  heard  a  manly  step  striding  across 
the  floor.  She  half  turned  as  it  approached 
her.     Mr.  Alec  Feilding  took  off  his  hat. 

'  Mrs.  Elstree  told  me  you  were  here,'  he 
said.     '  I  ventured  to  follow.' 

'  Yes  P ' 

'You — you — come  often,  I  believe  P  '  He 
looked  pale,  and,-  for  the  first  time  iu 
Armorel's  recollection  of  him,  he  was 
nervous.  '  There  is,  I  believe,  a  good  deal 
to  be  learned  here.' 

'  There  is,  especially  by  those  who  want 
to  paint — of  course,  I  mean — \\\\o  want  to  do 
their  own  paintings  by  themselves.  Mr. 
Feilding,  frankly,  what  do  yoa  want?  W]iy 
do  you  come  here  in  search  of  me  P '  Her 
face  hardened  :  her  eyes  were  cold  and 
resolved.  Jiut  the  man  was  full  of  himself; 
he  noted  not  these  syni}) Louis. 
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'  I  came  because  I  have  something  to 
say.' 

'  Of  importance? ' 

'  Of  great  importance.' 

'  Not,  I  hope,  connected  with  Art.  Do 
not  talk  to  me  about  Art,  if  you  please,  Mr. 
Feilding — not  about  any  kind  of  Art.' 

He  bowed  gravely.  '  One  cannot  always 
listen  to  conversation  involving  canons  and 
first  principles,'  he  said,  with  much  con- 
descension. *  Let  me,  however,  congratulate 
you  on  the  promise  of  your  proteges,  Archie 
and  Effie  Wilmot.' 

'  They  are  clever.' 

'  They  are  distinctly  clever,'  he  repeated, 
recovering  his  usual  self-possession.  '  Effie, 
as  peril aps  she  has  told  you,  has  been  my 
pupil  for  a  long  time.' 

'  She  has  told  me,  in  fact,  something  about 
her  relations  to  you.' 

'  Yes.'  The  man  was  preoccupied  and 
rather  dense  by  nature.  Tlierefore  he  caught 
only  imperfectly  these  side  meanings  in 
Armorel's  replies.     '  Yes — quite   so — I   have 
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been  able  to  be  useful  to  her,  and  to  her 
brother  also — very  useful,  mdeecl,  happily.' 

'  And  to — to  others — as  well — very  useful, 
indeed,'  Arniorel  echoed. 

He  understood  that  there  was  some  kind 
of  menace  in  these  words.  But  the  very  air, 
this  morning,  was  full  of  menace.  He  passed 
them  by. 

'It  is  a  curious  coincidence  that  you 
should  also  have  taken  up  this  interesting 
23air.     It  ought  to  bring  us  closer.' 

'  Quite  the  contrary,  Mr.  Feilding.  It 
puts  us  far  more  widely  apart.' 

'  I  do  not  understand  that.  We  have  a 
common  interest.  For  instance,  only  the 
other  day  I  accepted  a  poem  of  Effie's ' 

'  Only  the  other  day,  Mr.  Feilding  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  the  day  before  yesterday.  I  had  it 
set  up,  and  I  added  a  few  words  introducing 
the  writer.  That  was  the  day  before  yester- 
day. Judge  of  my  astonishment  when,  only 
yesterday,  you  sang  that  very  song,  and 
handed  it  round  printed  with  the  accompani- 
ment.     I   have   made    no    alteration.      The 
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verses  will  appear  to-night,  with  my  lauda- 
tory intraduction.  Some  men  might  com- 
plain that  they  had  not  been  taken  into 
confidence.  But  I  do  not.  EfFie  is  a  little 
genius  in  her  way.  She  is  not  practical :  she 
does  not  understand  that  having  disposed  of 
her  verses  to  one  editor  she  is  not  free  to 
give  them  to  another.  But  I  do  not  com- 
plain, if  your  action  in  her  cause  brings  her 
into  notice.' 

Here  was  a  turning  of  tables !  Now, 
some  men  overdo  a  thing.  They  smile  too 
much  :  they  rub  their  hands  nervously  :  they 
show  a  nervous  anxiety  to  be  believed.  Not 
so  this  man.  He  spoke  naturally — he  had 
now  recovered  his  usual  equanimity :  he 
looked  blankly  unconscious  that  any  doubt 
could  possibly  be  thrown  upon  his  word. 
Since  he  said  it,  the  thini'-  must  be  so.  Men 
of  honour  have  always  claimed  and  exacted 
this  concession.  Therefore,  the  following 
syllogism  : — 
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Mr.  Alec  Feilding  is  a  man  of  honour  : 
Everybody  must  acknowledge  so  much. 

A  man  of  honour  cannot  lie : 
Else — what  becomes  of  his  honour  % 

Therefore  : 
Any  statement  made  by    Mr.  Alec  Feilding  is 
literally  true. 

Armorel  showed  no  doubt  in  her  face. 
Why  shonld  she?  There  was  no  doubt  m 
her  mind.     The  man  was  a  Liar. 

'  The  Wihiiots  will  get  on,'  slie  said  coldly, 
'  without  any  help  from  anybody.  Now,  Mr. 
Feilding,  yon  came  to  say  sometldng  impor- 
tant to  me.  Shall  we  go  on  to  that  important 
communication  ?  '  She  took  a  seat  on  the  divan 
in  the  middle  of  the  room.  He  stood  over 
her.  '  There  is  no  one  here  this  mornino\' 
she  said.  'You  can  speak  as  freely  as  in 
your  own  study.' 

'  Among  your  many  fine  qualities,  Miss 
Eosevean,'  he  began  floridly,  but  witli  lieight- 
ened  colour,  '  a  certain  artistic  reserve  is 
reckoned  by  your  friends,  perhaps,  the 
highest.     It  makes  you  queenly.' 

'  Mr.  Feilding,  I  cannot  possibly  discuss 
my  own  qualities  with  any  l)ut  my  friends.' 
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'  Your  friends  !     Surely,  I  also- 


'  My  friends,  Mr.  reildin<>-,'  Armorel  re- 
peated, bristling  like  the  fretful  porcu])ine. 
But  the  man,  preoccupied  and  thick  of  skin, 
and  full  of  vainglory  and  conceit,  actually  did 
not  perceive  these  quills  erect.  Armorel's 
pointed  remarks  did  not  prick  his  hide  :  her 
coldness  he  took  for  her  customary  reserve. 
Therefore  he  hurried  to  his  doom. 

'  Give  me,'  he  said,  '  the  right  to  speak  to 
you  as  your  dearest  friend.  You  cannot 
possibly  mistake  the  attentions  that  I  have 
paid  to  you  for  the  last  few  weeks.  They 
must  have  indicated  to  you — they  were, 
indeed,  deliberately  designed  to  indicate — a 
preference — deepening  into  a  passion ' 

'  I  think  you  had  better  stop  at  once,  Mr. 
Feilding.' 

There  are  many  men  who  honestly  believe 
that  they  are  irresistible.  It  seems  incredible, 
but  it  is  really  true.  It  is  the  consciousness 
of  masculine  superiority  carried  to  an  extreme. 
They  think  that  they  have  only  to  repeat 
the  conventional  words  in  the  conventional 


manner  for  the  woman  to  be  subjugated. 
They  come :  they  conquer.  Now,  this  man, 
who  plainly  saw  that  he  was  to  a  certain 
extent — he  did  not  know  how  far — detected, 
actually  imagined  that  the  woman  who  had 
detected  him  in  a  gigantic  fraud  one  day 
would  accept  his  proffered  hand  and  heart 
the  very  next  day  !  There  are  no  bounds, 
you  see,  to  personal  vanity.  Besides,  for  this 
man,  if  it  was  necessary  that  lie  should  appear 
as  the  accepted  suitor  of  a  rich  girl,  it  was 
doubly  necessary  that  the  girl  should  be  the 
one  woman  in  tlie  world  who  could  do 
mischief.  He  was  anxious  to  discover  how 
much  she  knew.  But  of  his  wooino'  he  had 
no  anxiety  at  all.  He  should  speak  :  she 
would  yield  :  she  could  do  nothing  else. 

'  Permit  me,'  he  replied  blandly,  '  to  go 
on.  I  am,  as  vou  know,  a  leader  in  the  world 
of  Art.  I  am  known  as  a  painter,  a  poet,  and 
a  writer  of  fiction.  I  have  other  ambitions 
still.' 

'  Doubtless  you  will  succeed  in  these  as 
you  have  succeeded  in  those  three  Arts.' 
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'  Thank  you.'  He  really  did  not  see  the 
meaning  of  her  words.  '  I  take  your  words 
as  of  happy  augury.     Armorel ' 

'  No,  Sir !  Not  my  Christian  name,  if  you 
please.' 

'  Give  me  the  right  to  call  you  by  your 
Christian  name.' 

'  You  are  asking  me  to  marry  3^011.  Is 
til  at  what  you  mean  ?  ' 

'  It  is  nothino'  less.' 

'  Eeally  !  When  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Feilding, 
that  I  know  you — that  I  know  you — it  will 
be  plain  to  you  that  the  thing  is  absolutely 
impossible.' 

'  To  know  me,'  he  replied,  showing  no 
outward  emotion,  '  should  make  it  more  than 
possible.  What  could  I  wish  better  than  to 
be  known  to  you  ?  ' 

She  looked  him  full  in  the  face.  He 
neither  dropped  his  eyes  nor  changed  colour. 

'  What  could  be  better  for  me  ? '  he 
repeated.  'What  could  I  hope  for  better 
than  to  be  known  ?  ' 
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'  Oh  !  This  man  is  truly  wonderful ! '  she 
cried.     '  Must  I  tell  5^ou  what  I  know  ?  ' 

'  It  would  be  better,  perhaps.  You  look 
as  if  you  knew  something  to  my — actually — 
if  I  may  say  so — actually  to  my  discredit !  ' 

Armorel  gasped.  His  impudence  was 
colossal. 

'  To  your  discredit  !  Oh  !  Actually  to 
your  discredit  !  Sir,  I  know  the  whole  of 
your  discfraceful  history — the  history  of  the 
past  three  or  four  years.  I  know  by  what 
frauds  you  liave  passed  yourself  off  as  a 
painter  and  as  a  poet.  I  know  by  what 
pretences  you  thought  to  lay  the  foundation 
for  a  reputation  as  a  dramatist.  I  know  that 
your  talk  is  borrowed — that  you  do  not  know 
art  when  you  see  it  :  that  you  could  never 
write  a  single  line  of  verse — and  that  of  all 
the  humbugs  and  quacks  tliat  ever  imposed 
themselves  upon  the  credulity  of  people  you 
are  the  worst  and  bi<z crest.' 

He  stared  with  a  wonder  which  was,  at 
least,  admirably  acted. 

•  Good  Heavens  ! '  lie  said.     '  These  words 

VOL.    JII.  C 
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— these  accusations — from  you  ?  From  Ar- 
morel  Eosevean — cousin  of  my  cousin — whom 
I  had  behaved  to  be  a  friend  ?  Can  this  be 
possible  ?  Who  has  put  this  wonderful  array 
of  charges  into  your  head  ?  ' 

'  That  matters  nothing.  They  are  true, 
and  you  know  it.' 

'  They  are  so  true/  he  replied  sternly, 
*  that  if  anyone  were  to  dare  to  repeat  these 
things  before  a  third  person,  I  should  instantly 
— instantly — instruct  my  solicitors  to  bring 
an  action  for  libel.  Eemember :  youth  and 
sex  would  not  avail  to  protect  that  libeller. 
If  anyone — anyone — dares,  I  say ' 

'  Oh  !  say  no  more.  Go,  and  do  not  speak 
to  me  again !  What  will  be  done  with  this 
knowledge,  I  cannot  say.  Perhaps  it  will  be 
used  for  the  exposure  which  will  drive  you 
from  the  houses  of  honest  people.  Go,  I 
say ! ' 

She  stamped  her  foot  and  raised  her  voice, 
insomuch  that  two  drowsy  attendants  woke 
up  and  looked  round,  thinkiiig  they  had 
dreamed  som  3thing  unusual. 
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The  injured  man  of  Art  and  Letters 
obeyed.  He  strode  away.  He,  who  had 
come  pale  and  hesitating,  now,  on  learning 
the  truth  which  he  had  suspected  and  on 
receiving  this  unmistakable  rejection,  walked 
away  with  head  erect  and  lofty  mien.  He 
showed,  at  least  by  outward  bearing,  the 
courage  which  is  awakened  by  a  declaration 
of  war. 


C  ^i 
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CHAPTEE  XVm 

CONGRATULATIONS 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  Armore 
received  a  visit  from  a  certain  Lady  Frances, 
of  whom  mention  has  already  been  made. 
She  was  sitting  in  her  own  room,  alone.  The 
excitements  of  the  last  night  and  of  the 
morning  were  succeeded  by  a  gentle  melan- 
choly. These  things  had  not  been  expected 
when  she  took  her  rooms  and  plunged  into 
London  life.  Besides,  after  these  excitements 
the  afternoon  was  fiat. 

Lady  Frances  came  in,  dressed  beautifully, 
gracious  and  cordial ;  she  took  both  ArmoreFs 
hands  in  her  own,  and  looked  as  if  she  would 
have  kissed  her  but  for  conscientious  scruples  : 
she  was  five-and-forty,  or  perhaps  fifty,  fat, 
comfoj-table,    and    rosy-cheeked.       And    she 
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began  to  talk  volubly.  Not  in  the  common 
and  breathless  way  of  volubility  wJiich  leaves 
out  the  stops ;  but  steadily  and  irresistibly,  so 
that  her  companion  should  not  be  able  to  get 
in  one  single  word.  Well-bred  persons  do 
not  leave  out  their  commas  and  their  full 
stops :  but  they  do  sometimes  talk  continu- 
ously, like  a  cataract  or  a  Westmoreland 
Force,  at  least. 

'  My  dear,'  she  said, '  I  told  your  maid  that 
I  wanted  to  see  you  alone,  and  in  your  own 
room.  She  said  Mrs.  Elstree  was  out.  So  I 
came  in.  It  is  a  very  pretty  little  room. 
They  tell  me  you  play  wonderfully.  This  is 
where  you  practise,  I  suppose.'  She  put  up 
her  glasses  and  looked  round,  as  if  to  see  what 
impression  had  been  produced  on  the  walls 
by  the  music.  '  And  I  hear  also  tliat  you 
paint  and  draw.  My  dear,  you  are  the  very 
person  for  him.'  Again  she  looked  round. 
'  A  very  pretty  room,  really — wonderful  to 
observe  liow  tlie  taste  for  decoration  and 
domestic  art  has  spread  of  late  years ! '  A 
doubtful  compliment,  when  you  consider  it. 


22  ARMOREL   OF  LYONESSE 

'  Well,  my  dear,  as  an  old  friend  of  his — at 
all  events,  a  very  useful  friend  of  his — I  am 
come  to  congratulate  you.' 

'  To  congratulate  me  ?  ' 

'  Yes.  I  thoui^ht  I  would  be  one  of  the 
first.  I  asked  him  two  or  three  days  ago  if  it 
was  settled,  and  he  confessed  the  truth,  but 
begged  me  not  to  sj)read  it  abroad,  because 
there  were  lawyers  and  people  to  see.  Of 
course,  liis  secrets  are  mine.  And,  except  my 
own  very  intimate  friends  and  one  or  two 
who  can  be  perfectly  trusted,  I  don't  think  I 
have  mentioned  the  thing  to  a  soul.  I  dare 
say,  however,  the  news  is  all  over  the  town 
by  this  time.  Wonderful  how  things  get 
carried — a  bird  of  the  air — the  flvino'  tliistle- 
down ' 

'  I  do  not  understand,  Lady  Frances.' 

'  My  dear,  you  need  not  pretend,  because 
he  confessed.  And  I  think  you  are  a  very 
lucky  girl  to  catch  the  cleverest  man  in  all 
London,  and  he  certainly  is  a  lucky  man  to 
catch  such  a  pretty  girl  as  you.  They  say 
that  he  has  got  tli rough  all  his  money — men 
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of  genius  are  always  bad  men  of  business — 
but  your  own  fortune  will  set  him  up  again — 
a  hundred  thousand,  I  am  told — mind  you 
have  it  all  settled  on  yourself.  No  one  knows 
what  may  happen.  I  could  tell  you  a  heart- 
rending story  of  a  girl  who  trusted  her  lover 
with  her  money.  But  your  lawyers  will,  of 
course,  look  after  that.' 

'  I  assure  you ' 

'  He  tells  me,'  the  lady  went  on,  without 
taking  any  notice  of  the  interruption,  '  that 
the  thino^  will  not  come  off  for  some  time  vet. 
I  wouldn't  keep  it  waiting  too  long,  if  I  were 
you.  Engagements  easily  get  stale.  Like 
buns.  Well,  I  suppose  you  have  learned  all 
his  secrets  by  this  time  :  of  course  he  is  madly 
in  love,  and  can  keep  nothing  from  you.' 

'  Indeed ' 

'  Has  he  told  you  yet  who  writes  his  stories 
for  him  ?  Eh  P  Has  lie  told  you  that  P  '  The 
lady  bent  forward  and  lowered  her  voice,  and 
spoke  earnestly.     '  Has  he  told  you  ?  ' 

'  I  assure  you  that  he  has  told  me  nothing 
— and ' 
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'  That  is  in  reality  wliat  I  came  about. 
Because,  my  dear,  there  must  be  a  httle  plain 
speaking.' 

'  Oh  !  but  let  me  speak — I ' 


'  When  I  have  said  what  I  came  to  say  ' — 
Lady  Frances  motioned  with  her  hand  gently 
but  with  authority — '  then  you  shall  have 
your  turn.  Men  are  so  foolish  that  they  tell 
their  sweethearts  everything.  The  chief  reason 
why  they  fall  in  love,  I  believe,  is  a  burning 
desire  to  have  somebody  to  whom  they  can 
tell  everything.  I  know  a  man  who  drove  his 
wife  mad  by  constantly  telling  her  all  his 
difficulties.  He  was  always  swimming  in 
difficulties.  Well,  Alec  is  bound  to  tell  you 
before  long,  even  if  he  has  not  told  you  yet, 
which  I  can  hardly  believe.  Now,  my  dear 
cliild,  it  matters  very  little  to  him  if  all  the 
world  knew  the  truth.  All  the  world,  to  be 
sure,  credits  him  with  those  stories,  though  he 
has  been  very  careful  not  to  claim  them.  He 
knows  better.  I  say  to  such  a  clever  man 
as  Alec  a  few  stories,  more  or  less,  matter 
nothim^.     But  it  matters  a  i>Teat  deal  to  me  ' 
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— what  was  this  person  talking  about  ? — 
'  because,  you  see,  if  it  were  to  come  out  that 
I  had  been  putting  together  old  family  scandals 
and  forcfotten  stories,  and  sendim?  them  to  the 
papers — there  Avould  be — there  would  be — 
Heaven  knows  what  there  would  be  !  Yes, 
my  dear — you  can  tell  Alec  that  you  know — 
I  am  the  person  who  has  written  those  stories. 
I  wrote  them,  every  one.  They  are  all  family 
stories — every  good  old  family  has  got  thou- 
sands of  stories,  and  I  have  ])een  collectinof 
them — some  of  my  own  people,  some  of  my 
husband's,  and  some  of  other  people — and 
writins^  them  down,  chan^'ino-  names,  and 
scenes,  and  dates,  so  that  they  should  not  be 
identified  except  by  the  few  who  knew  them.' 

Armorel  made  no  further  attempt  to  stem 
the  tide  of  communication. 

'  I  have  come  to  make  you  understand 
clearly,  young  lady,  that  it  is  not  his  secret 
alone,  but  mine.  You  would  do  him  a  little 
harm,  perhaps — I  don't  know — by  letting  it 
out,  but  you  would  do  me  an  infinity  of  harm. 
I  write  them  down,  you  see,  and  I  take  tliem  to 
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Alec,  and  he  alters  them — puts  the  style  right 
— or  says  he  does — though  I  never  see  any 
difference  in  them  when  they  come  out  in  the 
paper.  And  everybody  who  knows  the  story 
asks  how  in  the  name  of  wonder  he  got  it.' 

'  Oh  !     But  I  do  assure  you  that  I  know 
nothing  at  all  of  this.' 

'  Don't  you  ?  Well,  never  mind.  Now 
you  do  know.  And  you  know  also  that  you 
can't  talk  about  it,  because  it  is  his  secret  as 
well  as  mine.  Why,  you  don't  suppose  that 
the  man  really  does  all  he  says  he  does,  do 
you  ?  Nobody  could.  It  isn't  in  nature. 
Everybody  Avho  knows  anything  at  all  agrees 
tliat  tliere  must  be  a  ghost — perhaps  more 
than  one.  I'm  the  story  ghost.  I  dare  say 
there's  a  picture  ghost,  and  a  poetry  ghost. 
He's  a  wonderful  clever  man,  no  doubt — it's 
the  cleverest  thing  in  the  world  to  make  other 
people  work  for  you  ;  but  don't  imagine, 
pray,  that  he  can  write  stories  of  society. 
Bourgeois  stories — about  the  middle  class — 
his  own  class — perhaps  ;  but  not  stories  about 
Us.     My  stories  belong  to  quite  another  level. 
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Well,  my  dear,  that  is  off  my  mind.  Eemem- 
ber  that  this  secret  would  do  a  great  deal  of 
harm  to  him  as  well  as  to  me  if  it  were  to 
get  about.' 

'  Oh  !       You     are     altogether — wholly — 
wronsf ' 

'  My  dear,  I  really  do  not  care  if  I  am 
wrong.  You  will  not,  however,  damage  his 
reputation  by  letting  out  his  secrets  ?  A  wife 
can  help  her  husband  in  a  thousand  ways,  and 
especially  in  keeping  up  the  little  deceptions. 
Thousands  of  Avives,  I  am  told,  pass  their 
whole  lives  in  the  pretence  that  they  and  their 
husbands  are  gentlefolk.  Alec  has  been 
received  into  a  few  uood  houses  ;  and  thouo^h 
it  is,  of  course,  more  difficult  to  get  a  woman 
in  than  a  man,  I  will  really  do  what  I  can  for 
you.  With  a  good  face,  good  eyes,  a  good 
figure,  and  a  little  addition  of  style,  you  ought 
to  get  on  very  well  by  degrees.  Or  you 
might  take  the  town  by  storm,  and  become  a 
professional  beauty.' 

'  Thank  you — but ' 

'And   there's  another   tliinof.     As   an  old 


28  AR MOREL   OF  LYONESSE 

friend  of  Alec's,  I  feel  that  I  can  o-ive  advice 
to  yon.  Let  me  advise  yon  earnestly,  my 
dear,  to  make  all  the  haste  yon  can  to  get  rid 
of  yonr  companion.  I  know  all  abont  it.  She 
was  sent  to  yonr  lawyer's  by  Alec  himself. 
Why  ?  Well,  it  is  an  old  story,  and  I  snppose 
he  wanted  to  place  her  comfortably — or  he 
had  some  other  reason.  He's  always  been  a 
crafty  man.     Yon  can  see  that  in  his  eyes.' 

'  Oh  !     Bnt  I  cannot  hsten  to  this  ! '  cried 
Armorel. 

'  Nonsense,  my  dear.  Yon  do  not  expect 
yonr  hnsband  to  be  an  angel,  I  snppose. 
Only  silly  middle-class  girls  who  read  novels 
do  that.  It  will  do  yon  no  harm  to  know 
that  the  man  is  no  better  than  his  neighbours. 
And  I  am  sure  he  is  no  worse.  I  am  speaking, 
in  fact,  for  your  own  good.  My  dear  child, 
Alec  ran  after  the  woman  years  ago.  She  was 
rich  then,  and  used  to  go  abont.  Certain 
houses  do  not  mind  who  enter  within  their 
gates.  They  lived  in  Palace  Gardens,  and 
Monsieur  le  Papa  was  rich — oh  !  rich  a 
millions — and  the  dauc^hter  was  su2^ar-sweet 
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and  as  innocent  as  an  angel — Huffy  Lair,  all 
tangled  and  rebellious — you  know  the  kind 
— and  large  blue,  wondering  eyes,  generally 
lowered  until  the  time  came  for  lifting  them  in 
the  faces  of  young  men.  It  was  deadly,  my 
dear.  I  believe  she  might  have  married  any- 
body she  pleased.  There  was  the  young  Earl 
of  Silchester — he  wanted  her.  What  a  fool  she 
was  not  to  take  liim  !  No  ;  she  was  spoony 
on  Alec  Feilding ' 

'  Oh  !  I  must  not ! '  cried  Armorel  a<^ain. 

'  My  dear,  I'm  telling  you.  Her  papa 
went  smash — poor  thing  ! — a  grand,  awfid, 
impossible  smash  ;  other  people's  money 
mixed  up  in  it.  A  dozen  workhouses  were 
filled  with  the  victims,  I  believe.  That  kind 
of  smash  out  of  which  it  is  impossible  to  pull 
yourself  anyhow.  Killed  himself,  therefore. 
Went  out  of  the  world  wit]  1  out  invitation  by 
means  of  a  coarse,  vulgar,  common  piece  of 
twopenny  rope,  tied  round  his  great  fat  neck. 
I  remember  him.  What  did  the  girl  do? 
Ean  away  from  society :  went  on  the  stage  as 
one  of  a  travelling  company.    ^^  hy,  I  saw  her 
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myself  three  years  ago  at  Leamington.  I  knew 
her  instantly.  "  Aha  !  "  I  said,  "  there's  Miss 
Fluffy,  with  the  appealing,  wondering  eyes. 
Poor  thing  !  Here  is  a  come  down  in  the 
world  !  "  Now  I  find  her  here — your  com- 
panion— a  widow — widow  of  one  Jerome 
Elstree  deceased — artist,  I  am  told.  I  never 
heard  of  the  gentleman,  and  I  confess  I  have 
my  doubts  as  to  his  existence  at  all.' 

Armorel  ceased  to  offer  any  further 
opposition  to  the  stream. 

'  The  innocent,  appealing  blue  eyes :  the 
childish  face :  oh  !  I  remember.  My  dear,  I 
hope  you  will  not  have  any  i*eason  to  be 
jealous  of  Mrs.  Elstree.  But  take  care. 
There  were  other  girls,  too,  now  I  come 
to  think  about  it.  There  was  his  cousin, 
Philippa  Eosevean.  Everybody  knows  that 
he  went  as  far  with  her  as  a  man  can  go, 
short  of  an  actual  engagement.  Canon  Lang- 
ley,  of  St.  Paul's,  wants  to  marry  her.  She's 
an  admirable  person  for  an  ecclesiastical 
dignitary's  wife — beautiful,  cold,  and  digni- 
fied.    But,  as  yet,  she  has  not  accepted  him. 
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They  sa}^  he  will  be  a  Bisliop.  And  they  say 
she  loves  her  cousin  A]ec  still.  Women  are 
generally  dreadful  fools  about  men.  But  I 
don't  know.  I  don't  think,  if  I  were  you,  I 
should  be  jealous  of  Philippa.  There's  an- 
other little  girl,  too,  I  have  seen  coming  out 
of  his  studio.  But  she's  only  a  model,  or 
something.  If  you  begin  to  be  jealous  about 
the  models,  there  will  be  no  end.  Then, 
there  are  hundreds  of  girls  about  town — espe- 
cially those  who  can  draw  and  paint  a  little, 
or  write  a  silly  little  song — who  think  they 
are  greatly  endowed  with  genius,  and  would 
give  their  heads  to  get  your  chance.  You  are 
a  lucky  girl.  Miss  Armorel  Eosevean ;  but  I 
would  advise  you,  in  order  to  make  the  most  of 
your  good  fortune,  to  change  your  companion 
quickly.  Persuade  her  to  try  the  climate 
of  Australia.  Else,  there  may  be  family 
jars.' 

Here  she  stopped.  She  had  said  what 
was  in  her  mind.  Whether  she  came  to  say 
this  out  of  the  goodness  of  her  lieart ;  or 
whether  she    intended   Lo  make  a  little    mis- 
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chief  between  the  girl  and  her  lover ;  or 
whether  she  snpposed  Armorel  to  be  a  yoi  ng 
lady  who  accepts  a  lover  with  no  illusions  as 
to  imaginary  perfections,  so  that  a  new  weak- 
ness discovered  here  and  there  would  not 
lower  him  in  her  opinion,  I  cannot  say. 
Lady  Frances  was  generally  considered  a 
good-natured  kind  of  person,  and  certainly 
she  had  no  illusions  about  perfection  in  any 
man. 

'  May  I  speak  now  ?  '  asked  Armorel. 

'  Certainly,  my  dear.  It  was  very  good 
of  you  to  hear  njc  patiently.  And  I've  said 
all  I  wanted  to.  Keep  my  secret,  and  get  rid 
of  your  companion,  and  I'll  take  you  in 
hand.' 

^  Thank  you.  But  you  would  not  suffer 
me  to  explain  that  you  are  entirely  mistaken. 
I  am  not  engaged  to  Mr.  Feilding  at  all.' 

'  But  he  told  me  that  you  were.' 

'  Yes ;  but  he  also  tells  the  world,  or 
allows  the  world  to  believe,  that  he  writes 
your  stories.  I  am  not  engaged  to  Mr. 
Feilding,  Lady  Frances,  and,    wliat  is  more, 
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I  never  shall  be  enuau'ed  to  that  man — 
never  ! ' 

'  Have  you  quarrelled  already  ?  ' 

'  We  have  not  quarrelled,  because  before 
people  quarrel  they  must  be  on  terms  of  some 
intimacy.  We  have  never  been  more  than 
acquaintances.' 

'  Well — but — child — he  has  been  seen  with 
you  constantly.  At  theatres,  at  concerts,  in 
the  park,  in  galleries — everywhere,  he  has 
been  walking  with  you  as  if  he  had  the  right.' 

'  I  could  not  help  that.  Besides,  I  never 
thou<^ht ' 

'  Never  thought  ?  Why,  where  were  you 
brought  uj)  ?  Never  thought  ?  Good  gra- 
cious !  what  do  young  ladies  go  into  society 
for  ?  ' 

'  I  am  not  a  young  lady  of  society,  I  am 
afraid.' 

'  Well — but — what  was    your   companion 

about,   to    allow Oh  !  ' — Lady    Frances 

nodded  her  head — '  oh  !  now  I  understand. 
Now  one  can  understand  why  he  got  her 
placed  here.     Now  one  understands  her  busi- 

VOL.  111.  D 
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ness.  My  dear,  you  have  been  placed  in  a 
very  dangerous  position — most  dangerous. 
Your  guardians  or  lawyers  are  very  much  to 
blame.  And  you  really  never  suspected  any- 
thing ?  ' 

"  How  should  I  suspect  .^  I  was  always 
told  that  Mr.  Feilding  was  not  the  man  to 
betrin  that  kind  of  thin^^.' 

'  Were  you  ?  Your  companion  told  you 
that,  I  suppose  ?  ' 

'  Oh  !  I  suppose  so.  There  seems  a  horrid 
network  of  deception  all  about  me,  Lady 
Frances.'  Armorel  rose,  and  lier  visitor 
followed  her  example.  '  You  have  put  a 
secret  into  my  hands.  I  shall  respect  it. 
Henceforth,  I  desire  but  one  more  interview 
with  this  man.  Oh !  he  is  all  lies — through 
and  through.  There  is  no  part  of  him  that  is 
true.' 

'  Nonsense,  my  dear  ;  you  take  things  too 
seriously.  We  all  have  our  little  reservations, 
and  some  deceptions  are  necessary.  When 
you  get  to  my  age  you  will  understand. 
Why    won't    you    marry    the    man?      He  is 
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young :  his  manners  are  pretty  good  :  he  is 
a  man  of  the  world  :  he  is  really  clever :  he 
is  quite  sure  to  get  on,  particularly  if  his  wife 
help  him.  He  means  to  get  on.  He  is  the 
kind  of  man  to  get  on.  You  see  he  is  clever 
enough  to  take  the  credit  of  other  people's 
work :  to  make  others  work  for  you  is  the 
first  ride  in  the  art  of  crettini?  on.  Oh  !  he 
will  do.  I  shall  live  to  see  him  made  a 
baronet,  and  in  the  next  generation  his  son 
will  marry  money,  and  go  up  into  the  Lords. 
That  is  the  way.  My  dear,  you  had  better 
take  him.  You  will  never  get  a  more  pro- 
mising offer.  You  seem  to  me  rather  an  un- 
worldly kind  of  girl.  You  should  really  take 
advice  of  those  who  know  the  world.' 

'  I  could  never  —  never  —  marry  Mr. 
Feilding.' 

'  Wealth,  position,  society,  rank,  considera- 
tion— these  are  the  only  things  in  life  worth 
having,  and  you  are  going  to  throw  them 
away  !  My  dear,  is  there  actually  nothing 
between  you  at  all  ?     Was  it  all  a  fib  .^  ' 

'  Actually  nothing  at  all,  except  that  he 

D   2 
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offered  liimself  to  me  this  very  morning,  and 
he  received  an  answer  which  was,  I  hope, 
plain  enough.' 

'  Ah  !  now  I  see.'  Lady  Frances  laughed. 
'  Now  1  understand,  my  dear,  tlie  vanity  of 
the  man !  The  creature,  when  he  told  me 
that  iib,  thought  it  was  the  truth  because  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  ask  you,  and,  of 
course,  he  concluded  that  no  one  could  say 
"  No  "  to  him.  Now  I  understand.  You  need 
not  fall  into  a  rage  about  it,  my  dear.  It  was 
only  his  vanity.  Poor  dear  Alec !  Well, 
he'll  get  another  pretty  girl,  I  dare  say  ;  but, 

my  dear,  I  doubt  whether Eising   men 

are  scarce,  you  know.  Good-bye,  child  1 
Keep  that  little  secret,  and  don't  bear  malice. 
The  vanity — the  vanity  of  the  men  !  Won- 
derful !  wonderful !  ' 

'  And  now,'  cried  Armorel,  alone — '  now 
there  is  nothing  left.  Ever^^thing  has  been 
torn  from  him.  He  can  do  nothing — nothing. 
The  cleverest  man — the  very  cleverest  man  in 
all  London ! ' 
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CHAPTER   XIX 

WHAT    NEXT? 

EoLAND  had  moved  into  his  new  studio  before 
Armorel  became,  as  she  had  promised,  his 
model  in  the  new^  picture.  She  began  to  go 
there  nearly  every  morning,  accompanied  by 
Effie,  and  faithfully  sat  for  two  or  three  hours 
while  the  painting  w^ent  on.  It  was  the 
picture  which  he  had  begun  under  the  old 
conditions,   her   own  fif^ure  beincr  substituted 

'  O  CD 

for  that  of  the  girl  which  the  artist  originally 
designed.  The  studio  was  one  of  a  nest  of 
such  offices  crowded  together  under  a  great 
roof  and  lying  on  many  floors.  The  others 
were,  I  dare  say,  prettily  furnished  and 
decorated  with  the  customary  furniture  of  a 
studio,  with  pictures,  sketches,  screens,  and 
pretty  things  of  all  knids.     This  studio    was 
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nothing  but  a  great  gaunt  room,  with  a  big 
window,  and  no  furniture  in  it  except  an 
easel,  a  table,  and  two  or  three  chairs.  There 
was  simply  nothing  else.  Under  the  pressure 
of  want  and  failure  the  unfortunate  artist  had 
long  ago  parted  with  all  the  pretty  things 
with  which  he  had  begun  his  career,  and  the 
present  was  no  time  to  replace  them. 

'  I  have  got  the  studio,'  he  said,  '  for  the 
remainder  of  a  lease,  pretty  cheap.  Unfor- 
tunately, I  cannot  furnish  it  yet.  Wait  until 
the  tide  turns.  I  am  full  of  hope.  Then 
this  arid  wall  and  this  great  staring  Sahara  of 
a  floor  shall  blossom  with  all  manner  of  lovely 
things — armour  and  weapons,  bits  of  carving 
and  tapestry,  drawings.  You  shall  see  how 
jolly  it  will  be.' 

Next  to  the  studio  there  were  two  rooms. 
In  one  of  these,  his  bed-room,  he  had  placed 
the  barest  necessaries  ;  the  other  was  empty 
and  unfurnished,  so  that  he  had  no  place  to 
sit  in  durino^  the  evening?  but  his  c^aunt  and 
ghostly  studio.  However,  the  tide  had  turned 
in  one  respect.     He  was  now  full  of  hope. 
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There  is  no  better  time  for  conversation 
than  when  one  is  sitting  for  a  portrait  or 
standing  for  a  model.  The  subject  has  to 
remain  motionless.  This  would  be  irk- 
some if  silence  were  imposed  as  well  as  in- 
action. Happily,  the  painter  finds  that  his 
sitter  only  exhibits  a  natural  expression  when 
he  or  she  is  talkinfj^  and  ihinkincr  about  some- 
tliinc{  else.  And,  which  is  certainly  a  Pro- 
vidential  arrangement,  the  painter  alone 
among  mortals,  if  we  except  the  cobbler,  can 
talk  and  work  at  tlie  same  time.  I  do  not 
mean  that  he  can  talk  about  the  Differential 
Calculus,  or  about  the  relations  of  Capital  and 
Labour,  or  about  a  hot  corner  in  politics  :  but 
lie  can  talk  of  things  light,  pleasant,  and  on 
the  surface. 

'  I  feel  myself  back  in  Scilly,'  said 
Armorel.  '  Whenever  I  come  liere  and  think 
of  what  you  are  painting,  I  am  in  the  boat, 
watchinij  the  race  of  tlie  tide  tl)rouf;^h  the 
channel.  The  puffins  are  swarming  on  Cam- 
ber Eock,  and  swimming  in  the  smootli  water 
outside  :  tliere  is  tlie  head  of  a  seal,  black  above 
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the  water,  shining  in  the  sunHght — liow  he 
flounders  in  the  current !  The  seagulls  are 
flying  and  crying  overhead  :  the  shags  stand 
in  rows  upon  the  farthest  rocks  :  the  sea- 
breeze  blows  upon  my  cheek.  I  suppose  I 
have  changed  so  much  that  when  I  go  back 
I  shall  have  lost  tlie  old  feeling.  But  it  was 
joy  enough  in  those  days  only  to  sit  in  the 
boat  and  watch  it  all.  Do  you  remember, 
Eoland  ?  ' 

'  I   remember    very   well.     You    are    not 
clianged  a  bit,  Armorel :  you  have  only  grown 

larorer  and '     '  More  beautiful,'  he  Avould 

have  added,  but  refrained.  '  You  will  find 
that  the  old  joy  will  return  again — la  joie  de 
vivre — only  to  breathe  and  feel  and  look 
around.  But  it  will  be  then  ten  times  as 
joyous.  If  you  loved  Scilly  when  you  were  a 
child  and  bad  seen  nothing  else,  how  much 
more  will  you  love  the  place  now  that  you 
have  travelled  and  seen  strange  lands  and 
other  coasts  and  the  islands  of  tlie  Mediter.. 
ranean !  ' 

'  I  fear  that  I  shall  And  the  place  small : 
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the  house  will  have  shrunk — children's  houses 
always  shrink.  I  hope  that  Holy  Farm  will 
not  have  become  mean.' 

'  Mean  ?  witli  the  verbena-trees,  the 
fuchsias,  the  tall  pampas-grass,  and  the  palms  ! 
Mean  ?  with  the  old  ship's  lanthorn  and  the 
gilded  figure-head  ?  Mean,  Armorel  ?  with 
the  old  orchard  behind  and  the  twisted  trees 
with  their  fringe  of  grey  moss?  You  talk 
rank  blasphemy !  Something  dreadful  will 
happen  to  you.' 

'  Perhaps   it  will  be  I  myself,  then,   that 
will  have  grown   mean   enough   to  think  the 
•old  house  mean.     But  Samson  is  a  very  little 
place,  isn't  it  ?     One  cannot  make  out  Samson 
to  be  a  big  place.    I  could  no  longer  live  there 
always.     We  will  go  there  for  three    or  four 
montlis  every    year  ;   just  for  refreshment  of 
the  soul,  and  tlien   return   here  among  men 
and  women  or  travel   abroad  together,  EfFie. 
We  could  be   happy  for   a    time    there :  we 
€ould  sail  and   row   about  the  rocks  in  calm 
weather  :  and  in   stormy  weather  we  should 
watch  the  waves  breaking  over  the  headlands, 
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and  ill  the  evenino- 1  would  play  "  Tlie  Chirp- 
ing of  the  Lark." ' 

'  I  am  ready  to  go  to-morrow,  if  you  will 
take  me  witli  you,'  said  Effie. 

Then  they  were  silent  again.  Eoland 
walked  backwards  and  forwards,  brush  and 
palette  in  hand,  looking  at  his  model  and 
at  his  canvas.  Effie  stood  beside  the  picture, 
watching  it  grow.  To  one  who  cannot  paint, 
tlie  growtli  of  a  portrait  on  the  canvas  is  a 
kind  of  magic.  The  bare  outline  and  shape 
of  head  and  face,  the  colour  of  the  eyes,  the 
curve  of  the  neck,  the  lines  of  the  lips — any- 
one mioht  draw  these.  But  to  transfer  to  tlie 
canvas  the  very  soul  that  lies  beneath  the 
features — that,  if  you  please,  is  different.  Oh  I 
How  does  the  painter  catch  the  soul  of  the 
man  and  show  it  in  his  face  ?  One  must  be 
oneself  an  artist  of  some  kind  even  to  appre- 
ciate the  greatness  of  the  portrait  painter. 

'  When  this  picture  is  finished,'  said 
Armorel,  '  there  will  be  nothing  to  keep  me 
in  London  ;  and  we  will  go  then.' 

'  At  the  very  beginning  of  the  season  ?  ' 
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'  The  season  is  nothing  to  me.  My  com- 
panion, Mrs.  Elstree,  who  was  to  have 
launched  me  so  beautifully  into  tlie  very  best 
society,  turns  out  not  to  have  any  friends  ; 
so  that  there  is  no  society  for  me,  after  all. 
Perhaps  it  is  as  well.' 

'  Will  Mrs.  Elstree  go  to  Scilly  with  you  ? ' 
asked  Eoland. 

'  No,'  said  Armorel,  with  decision.  '  On 
Samson,  at  least,  one  needs  no  companion.' 

Again  they  relapsed  into  silence  for 
a  space.  Conversation  in  the  studio  is 
fitful. 

'  I  have  a  thini?  to  talk  over  with  you 
two,'  she  said.  '  First,  I  thouc^ht  it  would  be 
best  to  talk  about  it  to  you  singly  ;  but  now 
I  think  til  at  you  sliould  both  hear  the  whole 
story,  and  so  we  can  all  three  take  counsel 
as  to  what  is  best.' 

'  Your  head  a  little  more — so.'  Eoland 
indicated  the  movement  with  his  forefinger. 
'  That  will  do.     Now  pray  go  on,  Armorel.' 

'  Once  there  was  a  man,'  she  began,  as 
if  she  was   telling  a  story  to  children — and, 
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indeed,  tliere  is  no  better  way  ever  found  out 
of  beginning  a  story — '  a  man  who  was,  in  no 
sense  at  all,  and  could  never  become,  try  as 
much  as  lie  could,  an  artist.  He  was,  in 
fact,  entirely  devoid  of  the  artistic  faculty  : 
he  had  no  ear  for  music  or  for  poetry,  no  eye 
for  beauty  of  form  or  for  colour,  no  hand 
for  drawinof,  no  brain  to  conceive  :  he  was 
quite  a  prosaic  person.  Whether  he  was 
clever  in  things  tliat  do  not  require  the 
artistic  faculty,  I  do  not  know.  I  should 
hardly  think  he  could  be  clever  in  anything. 
Perhaps  he  might  be  good  at  buying  cheap 
and  sellinij^  dear.' 

'  Won't  you  take  five  minutes'  rest  ? ' 
asked  the  painter  ;  hardly  listening  at  all  to 
the  beginning,  which,  as  you  see,  promised 
very  httle  in  the  way  of  amusement.  There 
are,  however,  many  ways  by  which  the  story- 
teller gets  a  grip  of  liis  hearer,  and  a  dull 
beginning  is  not  always  the  least  effective. 
He  put  down  his  palette.  '  You  must  be 
tired,'  he  said.  '  Come  and  tell  me  what  you 
think.'     He  looked  thoughtfully  at  his  picture. 
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Arm  Orel's  j)c>or  little  beginning  of  a  story 
was  slighted. 

'  You  are  satisfied,  so  far  ? '  she  asked. 

'  I  will  tell  you  when  it  is  finished.  Is 
the  water  quite  riglit  ?  ' 

'  We  are  in  shoal,  close  behind  us  are  the 
broad  Black  Eock  Ledo'es.  The  water  might 
be  even  more  transparent  stilL  It  is  the 
dark  water  racino'  throua'h  the  narrow  ravine 
that  I  think  of  most.  It  will  be  a  great 
picture,  Eoland.  Now  I  will  take  my  place 
again.'  She  did  so.  '  And,  with  your 
permission,  I  will  go  on  with  my  story :  you 
heard  the  besfinnino",  Eoland  P  ' 

'  Oh  !  Yes  !  Unfortunate  man  witli  no 
eyes  and  no  ears,'  he  rephed.  unsuspecting. 
'  Worse  than  a  one-eyed  Calender.' 

'  This  preposterous  person,  tlien,  with 
neither  eye,  nor  ear,  nor  hand,  nor  under- 
standiuiz,  had  the  absurd  ambition  to  succeed. 
This  you  will  hardly  believe.  Jiut  he  did. 
And,  what  is  more,  he  had  no  patience,  but 
wanted  to  succeed  all  at  once.  I  am  told 
that  lots  of  young  men,  nowadays,  are  con- 
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sumed  with  that  yearning  to  succeed  all 
at  once.  It  seems  such  a  pity,  when  they 
should  be  happily  dancing  and  singing  and 
playing  at  the  time  when  they  were  not 
working.  I  think  they  would  succeed  so 
very  much  better  afterwards.  Well,  this 
person  very  soon  found  that  in  the  law — did 
I  say  he  was  a  barrister? — he  had  no  chance 
of  success  except  after  long  years.  Then 
he  looked  round  the  fields  of  art  and  litera- 
ture. Mind,  he  could  neither  write  nor 
practise  any  art.  What  was  he  to  do  ?  Every 
day  tlie  ambition  to  seem  great  filled  his  soul 
more  and  more,  and  every  day  the  thing 
appeared  to  him  more  hopeless  :  because,  you 
see,  he  had  no  imagination,  and  therefore 
could  not  send  his  soul  to  sleep  with 
illusions.  I  w^onder  he  did  not  go  mad. 
Perhaps  he  did,  for  he  resolved  to  pretend. 
First,  he  thought  he  \rould  pretend  to  be 
a  painter ' — here  Eoland,  who  had  been 
listening  languidly,  started,  and  became 
attentive.  '  He  could  neither  paint  nor  draw, 
remember.      He  began,  I  think,  by  learning 
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the  language  of  Art.  He  frequented  studios, 
heard  the  talk  and  read  the  books.  It  must 
have  been  wearv  work  for  him.  But,  of 
course,  he  was  no  nearer  his  object  than 
before  ;  and  then  a  cfreat  chance  came  to 
him.  He  found  a  young  artist  full  of  promise 
— a  real  artist — one  filled  with  the  whole 
spirit  of  Art :  but  he  was  starving.  He  was 
actually  penniless,  and  he  had  no  friends 
who  could  help  him,  because  he  was  an 
Australian  by  birth.  This  young;  man  Avas 
not  only  penniless,  but  in  despair.  He  was 
ready  to  do  anything.  I  suppose,  when  one 
is  actually  starving  and  sees  no  prospect  of 
success  or  any  hope,  ambition  dies  away  and 
even  self  respect  may  seem  a  foolish  thing.' 
Eoland  listened  now,  his  picture  forgotten. 
What  was  Armorel  intending.^  'It  must  be 
a  most  dreadful  kind  of  temptation.  There 
can  be  nothing  like  it  in  the  world.  Tliat 
is  why  we  pray  for  our  daily  bread.  Oh  I 
a  terrible  temptation.  I  never  understood 
before  how  great  and  terrible  a  temptation  it 
is.     Then  the  man  without  eye,  or  hand,  or 
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brain  saw  a  chance  for  liimself.  He  would 
profit  by  his  brother's  weakness.  He  })ro- 
posed  to  buy  tlie  work  of  this  painter  and  to 
call  it  his  own.' 

'  Armorel,  must  you  tell  this  story  ?  ' 

'  Patience,  Eoland.  In  his  despair  tlie 
artist  gave  way.  He  consented.  For  three 
years  and  more  lie  received  the  wages  of — of 
sin.  But  liis  food  was  like  ashes  in  his 
mouth,  and  his  front  was  stamped — yes, 
stamped — by  the  curse  of  those  who  sin 
ao'ainst  their  own  soul.' 

'  Armorel— — '    But  she  went  on,  ruthless. 

'  The  pictures  were  very  good  :  they  were 
exliibited,  praised,  and  sold.  And  the  man 
grew  quickly  in  reputation.  But  he  wasn't 
satisfied.  He  thought  that  as  it  was  so  easy 
to  be  a  painter,  it  would  be  equally  easy  to 
become  a  poet.  All  the  Arts  are  allied : 
many  painters  have  been  also  poets.  He  had 
never  written  a  single  line  of  poetry.  I  do 
not  know  that  he  had  ever  read  any.  He 
found  a  c^irl  wlio  was  struofrlinsf,  working, 
and  hoping.'     Effie  started  and  turned  roseate 
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red.  '  He  took  her  poems — bought  them — 
and,  on  tlie  pretence  of  having  hnproved 
them  and  so  made  them  his  own,  he  pubhshed 
them  in  his  own  name.  They  were  pretty, 
bright  verses,  and  presently  people  began  to 
look  for  them  and  to  like  them.  So  he  sot 
a  double  reputation.  But  the  poor  girl 
remained  unknown.  At  first  she  was  so 
pleased  at  seeing  her  verses  in  print — it 
looked  so  much  like  success — that  she  hardly 
minded  seeino-  his  name  at  the  end.  But 
presently  he  brought  out  a  little  volume  of 
them  with  his  name  on  the  title-page,  and  then 
a  second  volume — also  with  his  name ' 

'  The  scoundrel ! '  cried  Eoland.  '  He 
cribbed  his  poetry  too  ?  ' 

EfFie  bowed  her  face,  ashamed. 

'  And  then  the  girl  grew  unhappy.  For 
she  perceived  that  she  was  in  a  bondage  from 
which  there  was  no  escape  except  by  sacri- 
ficing the  money  which  he  gave  her,  and  tliat 
was  necessary  for  lier  brother's  sake.  So  slie 
became  very  unliappy.' 

VOL.    III.  E 
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'  Very  unhappy,'  echoed  Effie.  Both 
pamter  and  poet  stood  confused  and  ashamed. 
'  Then  this  clever  man — the  cleverest  man 
in  London — began  to  go  about  in  society 
a  good  deal,  because  he  was  so  great 
a  genius.  There  he  met  a  lady  who  was 
full  of  stories.' 

'  Oh  ! '  said  Eoland.     '  Is  there  nothing  in 
him  at  all  ?  ' 

'  Nothing  at  all.     There  is  really  nothing 
at  all.     This  man  persuaded  the  lady  to  write 
down  these  stories,  which  were  all  based  on 
old    family    scandals   and    episodes    unknown 
or    forgotten  by    the  world.      They  form   a 
most  charming   series  of  stories.      I  believe 
they  are  written  in  a  most  sparkling  style — 
full  of  wit  and  life.      Well,    he  did  not  put 
his  name  to  them,  but  he  allowed  the  whole 
world  to  beheve  that  they  were  his  own.' 
'  Good  Heavens  ! '  cried  Eoland. 
'And  still  lie  was  not  satisfied.     He  found 
a  young    dramatist  who  had  written  a  most 
charming  play.      He  tried    to    persuade  the 
poor  lad  that  his  play  was  worthless,  and  he 
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offered  to  take  it  himself,  alter  it — but  there 
needed  no  alteration — and  convert  it  into 
a  play  that  could  be  acted.  He  would  give 
fift}^  pounds  for  the  play,  but  it  was  to  be  his 
own.' 

•  Yes,'  said    Effie,  savagely.       '  He    made 
that  offer,  but  he  will  not  get  the  play.' 

'  You  have  heard,  now,  what  manner  of 
man  he  was.  Very  well.  I  tell  you  two 
the  story  because  I  want  to  consult  you. 
The  other  day  I  arranged  a  little  play  of 
my  own.  That  is,  I  invited  people  to  hear 
the  reciting  of  that  drama :  I  invited  the 
pretender  himself  among  the  rest,  but  he  did 
not  know  or  guess  what  the  play  was  going 
to  be.  And  at  the  same  time  I  invited  the 
painter  and  the  poet.  The  former  brought 
his  unfinished  picture — the  latter  brought  her 
latest  poem,  which  the  pretender  was  going 
that  very  week  to  bring  out  in  his  own 
name.  I  had  set  it  to  music,  and  I  sanfj  it 
I  meant  that  he  should  learn  in  this  way, 
without  being  told,  that  everything  was 
discovered.      I  watched  his  face  durin^^  the 

E   2 
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recital  of  the  play,  and  I  saw  the  dismay 
of  the  discovery  creeping  gradually  over  him 
as  he  realised  tliat  he  had  lost  his  painter, 
his  poet,  and  his  dramatist.  There  remained 
nothing;  more  but  to  discover  the  author 
of  the  stories — and  that,  too,  I  have  found 
out.  And  I  think  he  will  lose  his  story-teller 
as  well.  He  will  be  deprived  of  all  his 
borrowed  plumes.  At  one  blow  he  saw 
himself  ruined.' 

Neither  of  tlie  two  made  answer  for 
a  space.  Then  spoke  Eoland  :  '  Dux  femina 
facti !     A  woman  hath  done  this.' 

'  He  is  ruined  unless  he  can  find  others 
to  take  your  places.  The  question  I  want 
you  to  consider  is — Wliat  shall  be  done  next  ? 
Eoland,  it  is  your  name  and  fame  that  he 
has  stolen — your  pictures  that  he  has  called 
his  own.  Efiie,  they  are  your  poems  that 
]ie  has  published  under  his  name.  What  will 
you  do  ?  Will  you  demand  your  own  again  ? 
Think.' 

'  He  must  exhibit  no  more  pictures  of 
mine,'  said  Eoland.     '  He  has  one  in  his  studio 
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that  he  has  abeady  sold.  That  one  must 
not  go  to  any  gallery.  Tliat  is  all  I  have 
to  say.' 

'  He  cannot  publish  any  more  poems  of 
mine,'  said  Effie,  '  because  he  hasn't  got 
any,  and  I  sliall  give  him  no  more.' 

'  What  about  the  past  P  ' 

'  Are  we  so  proud  of  the  past  and  of  the 
part  we  have  played  in  it ' — asked  Eoland — 
'  that  we  should  desire  its  story  pubhshed 
to  all  the  world  ?  ' 

Effie  shook  her  head,  approvingly. 

'  As  for  me,'  he  continued,  '  I  wish  never 
to  hear  of  it  again.  It  makes  me  sick  and 
ashamed  even  to  think  of  it.  Let  it  be  for- 
irotten.  I  was  an  unknown  artist — I  had  few 
friends — I  had  exhibited  one  picture  only — 
so  that  my  w^ork  was  unknown — I  had  painted 
for  him  six  or  seven  pictures  which  are  mostly 
bought  by  an  American.  As  for  the  resem- 
blance of  style,  that  may  make  a  few  men 
talk  for  a  season.  Then  it  will  be  fororotten. 
I  shall  remain — he  will  have  disappeared.  I 
am   content   to   take  my  chance  with  future 
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work,   even  if  at  first  I  may   appear   to  be 
a  mere  copyist  of  Mr.  Alec  Feilding.' 

'  And  you,  Effie  ? ' 

'  I  agree  with  Mr.  Lee,'  she  rephed  briefly. 
^  Let  the  past  alone.  I  shall  write  more 
verses,  and,  perhaps,  better  verses.' 

'  Then  I  will  go  to  him  and  tell  him  that 
he  need  fear  nothim^.  We  shall  hold  our 
tongues.  But  he  is  not  to  exhibit  the  picture 
that  is  in  his  studio.     I  will  tell  him  that.' 

'  You  will  not  actually  go  to  him  yourself, 
Armorel — alone — after  what  has  passed  P  ' 
asked  Effie. 

'  Why  not?  He  can  do  me  no  harm.  He 
knows  that  he  has  been  found  out,  and  he  is 
tormented  by  the  fear  of  what  we  shall  do 
next.  I  bring  him  relief.  His  reputation  is 
secure — that  is  to  say,  it  will  be  the  reputa- 
tion of  a  man  who  stopped  at  thirty,  in  the 
fulness  of  his  first  promise  and  his  best 
powers,  and  did  no  more  work.' 

'  Oh  !' cried  Effie.  'I  thought  be  was  so 
clever !  I  thought  that  his  desire  to  be 
thought  a  poet  was  only  a  little  infirmity  of 
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temper,  which  would  pass.      And,  after  all, 

to  think  that '      Here  the  poet  looked  at 

the  painter,  and  the  painter  looked  at  the 
poet — but  neither  spoke  the  thought  :  ^  How 
could  you — you,  Avith  your  pencil  :  how 
could  you — you,  with  your  pen — consent  to 
the  iniquity  of  so  great  a  fraud  ?  ' 
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CHAPTER  XX 

A   KECOVERY   AND   A    FLIGHT 

Amid  all  tliese  excitements  Armorel  became 
aware  that  something — something  of  a  painful 
and  disagreeable  character,  was  going  on 
with  her  companion.  They  were  at  this 
time  very  little  together.  Mrs.  Elstree  took 
her  breakfast  in  bed  ;  at  luncheon  she  was, 
just  now%  nearly  always  out ;  at  dinner  she 
sat  silent,  pale,  and  anxious  ;  in  the  evening 
she  lay  back  in  her  chair  as  if  she  was  asleep. 
One  niglit  Armorel  lieard  her  weeping  and 
sobbing  in  her  room.  She  knocked  at  the 
door  witli  intent  to  offer  her  help  if  she  was 
ilL  '  No,  no,'  cried  Mrs.  Elstree  ;  '  you  need 
not  come  in.  I  have  nothing  but  a  head- 
ache.' 

This   thing  as  well  disquieted    her.     She 
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remembered  what  Lady  Frances  had  sucrgrested 
— it  is  always  the  suggestion  rather  tlian  tlie 
bare  fact  which  sticks  and  pricks  like  a  thorn, 
and  Avill  not  come  out  or  suffer  itself  to  be 
removed.  Ar morel  thouo'ht  nothino-  of  the 
allegation  concerning  the  stage — why  should 
not  a  girl  go  upon  the  stage  if  she  wished? 
The  suggestion  which  pricked  was  that  Mrs. 
Elstree  had  been  sent  to  her  bv  the  man 
whom  she  now  knew  to  be  fraudulent  through 
and  through,  in  order  to  carry  out  some 
underhand  and  secret  desio-n.  Tliere  is 
nothing  more  horrid  than  the  suspicion  that 
the  people  about  one  are  treaclierous.  It 
reduces  one  to  the  condition  of  primitive 
man,  for  whom  every  grassy  glade  concealed 
a  snake  and  every  bush  a  wild  beast.  She 
tried  to  shake  off  the  suspicion,  yet  a  hundred 
things  confirmed  it.  Her  constant  praise  of 
this  child  of  genius,  his  persistence  in  meeting 
them  wherever  they  went,  the  attempt  to 
make  her  find  money  for  his  schemes.  The 
girl,  thus  irritated,  began  to  have  uneasy 
dreams  ;    she    was    as    one    cauo'ht    in     the 
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meshes  ;  she  was  lured  into  a  garden  whence 
there  was  no  escape  ;  she  was  hunted  by 
a  cunning  and  relentless  creature  ;  she  was  in 
a  prison,  and  could  not  get  out.  Always  in 
her  dreams  Zoe  stood  on  one  side  of  her, 
crying,  '  Oh,  tlie  great  and  glorious  creature  ! 
— oh,  the  cleverness  of  the  man ! — oh,  the 
wonder  and  the  marvel  of  him  !  '  And  on  the 
other  side  stood  Lady  Frances,  saying,  '  Why 
don't  you  take  him  ?  He  is  a  liar,  it  is  true, 
but  he  is  no  worse  than  his  neic^hbours — 
all  men  are  liars !  You  can't  get  a  man  made 
on  purpose  for  you.  What  is  your  business 
in  life  at  all  but  to  find  a  husband  ?  Why 
are  girls  in  Society  at  all  except  to  catch 
husbands?  And  they  are  scarce,  I  assure 
you.  Why  don't  you  take  the  man  ?  You 
will  never  again  have  such  a  chance — a  rising 
man — a  man  who  can  make  other  people 
work  for  him — a  clever  man.  Besides,  you 
are  as  good  as  engaged  to  him  :  you  have 
made  people  talk  :  you  liave  been  seen  with 
him  everywhere.  If  you  are  not  engaged  to 
him  you  ought  to  be.' 
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It  was  about  a  week  after  the  reading  of 
the  play  when  this  condition  of  suspicion  and 
unquiet  was  brought  to  an  end  in  a  very 
unexpected  manner. 

Mr.  Jagenal  called  at  the  rooms  in  the 
mornins"  about  ten  o'clock.  Mrs.  Elstree  was 
taking  breakfast  in  bed,  as  usual.  Armor  el 
was  alone,  painting. 

'  My  dear  young  lady,'  said  her  kindly 
adviser,  '  I  would  not  have  disturbed  you  at 
this  early  hour  but  for  a  very  important 
matter.  You  are  well  and  happy,  I  trust  ? 
No,  you  are  not  well  and  happy.  You  look 
pale.' 

'  I  have  been  a  little  worried  lately,' 
Armorel  replied.      '  But  never  mind  now.' 

'  Are  you  quite  alone  here  ?  Y'our  com- 
panion, Mrs.  Elstree?  ' 

'  She  has  not  yet  left  her  room.  We  are 
quite  alone.' 

'  Very  well,  then.'  The  lawyer  sat  down 
and  began  nursing  his  right  knee.  '  Very 
well.  Y^ou  remember,  I  dare  say,  making  a 
certain    communication    to    me    touchinfr     a 
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collection  of  precious  stones  in  your  pos- 
session ?  You  made  that  communication  to 
me  five  years  ago,  when  first  you  came  from 
Scilly.  You  returned  to  it  again  when  you 
arrived  at  your  twenty-first  birthday,  and  I 
lianded  over  to  your  own  keeping  all  your 
portable  property.' 

'  Of  course  I  remember  perfectly  well.' 
'  Then  does  your  purpose  still  hold  ?  ' 
'  It  is  still,  and  always,  my  duty  to  hand 
over  those  rubies  to  their  rightful   owner — 
the  heir  of  Eobert  Fletcher,  as  soon  as  he  can 
be  found.' 

'  It  is  also  my  duty  to  warn  you  again,  as 
I  have  done  alreadv,  that  there  is  no  reason 
at  all  whv  vou  should  do  so.  You  are  the 
sole  heiress  of  your  great-great-grandmother's 
estate.  She  died  worth  a  o-reat  sum  of  monev 
in  gold,  besides  treasures  in  plate,  works  of 
art,  lace,  and  jewels  cut  and  uncut.  The 
rambling  story  of  an  aged  woman  cannot  be 
received  as  evidence  on  the  strength  of  wliicli 
you  should  hand   over  valuable  property  to 
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persons  unknown,  who  do  not  even  claim  it, 
and  know  nothing  about  it.' 

'  I  must  hand  over  those  rubies,'  Armorel 
repeated,  '  to  the  person  to  whom  they 
belong.' 

'It  is  a  very  valuable  property.  If  the 
estimate  which  w^as  made  for  me  was  correct 
— I  see  no  reason  to  doubt  it — those  jewels 
could  be  sold,  separately,  or  in  small  parcels, 
for  nearly  thirty-five  thousand  pounds — a 
fortune  larger  than  all  the  rest  of  your 
property  put  together — thirty-five  thousand 
pounds ! ' 

'  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  question, 
has  it?  I  have  got  to  restore  those  jewels, 
you  see,  to  their  rightfid  owner,  as  soon  as  he 
can  be  discovered.' 

'  Well — but — consider  ao-ain.  What  have 
you  got  to  go  upon  ?  The  stor}-  about  Eobert 
Fletcher  may  or  may  not  be  true.  No  one 
can  tell  after  this  lapse  of  time.  The  things 
were  found  by  you  lying  in  the  old  sea-chest 
with  other  things — all  your  own.  Wlio  was 
this  Eobert  Fletcher  ?     Where  are  his  heirs  ? 
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If  they  claim  the  property,  and  can  prove 
tlieir  claim,  give  it  up  at  once.  If  not,  keep 
your  own.  The  jewels  are  undoubtedly  your 
own  as  much  as  tlie  lace  and  the  silks  and 
the  silver  cups,  which  were  all,  I  take  it, 
recovered  from  wrecks.' 

'  Do  you  disbelieve  my  great-great-grand- 
mother's story,  then  ? ' 

'  I  have  neither  to  believe  nor  to  dis- 
believe. I  say  it  isn't  evidence.  Your  report 
of  what  she  said,  being  then  in  her  dotage, 
amounts  to  just  nothing,  considered  as 
evidence.' 

'  I  am  perfectly  certain  that  tlie  story  is 
true.  The  leathern  thong  by  which  the  case 
hung  round  the  man's  neck  has  been  cut  by  a 
knife,  just  as  Granny  described  it  in  her 
story.  And  there  is  the  writing  in  the 
case  itself.  Nothing  will  persuade  me  that 
the  story  is  anything  but  true  m  every 
particular.' 

'  It  may  be  true.  I  cannot  say.  At  the 
same  time,  the  property  is  your  own,  and  you 
would  be  perfectly  justified  in  keeping  it.' 


A   RECOVERY  AND  A    FLIGHT  63 

'  Mr.  Jagenal  ' — Armorel  turned  upon 
him  sharply — '  you  have  found  out  Kobert 
Fletcher's  heir !  I  am  certain  you  have. 
That  is  the  reason  why  you  are  here  this 
mornincr.' 

Mr.  Jagenal  laid  upon  the  table  a  pocket- 
book  full  of  papers. 

'  I  will  tell  you  what  I  have  discovered. 
That  is  why  I  came  here.  There  has  been, 
unfortunately,  a  good  deal  of  trouble  in 
discovering  this  Eobert  Fletclier  and  in 
identifying  one  of  the  Eobert  Fletchers  we 
did  discover  with  your  man.  We  discovered, 
in  fact,  ten  Robert  Fletchers  before  we  came 
to  the  man  wlio  may  reasonably  be  sup- 
posed      But  you  shall  see.' 

He  opened  the  pocket-book,  and  found  a 
paper  of  memoranda  from  which  lie  read  his 
narrative  : — 

'  There  was  one  Robert  Fletcher,  the 
eleventh  whom  we  unearthed.  This  man 
promised  nothing  at  first,  lie  became  a 
broker  in  the  City  in  the  year  1810.  In  the 
same  vear  he  married  a  cousin,  dauuliter  of 
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another  broker,  with  whom   he  entered  into 
partnership.     He  did   so  well    that  when  he 
died,  in  the  year  1846,  then  aged  sixty-nine, 
his  will  was  proved  under  80,000/.     He  left 
three  dauofhters,  amons^  whom  the  estate  was 
divided,  in  equal  shares.     The  eldest  of  the 
daughters,  Eleanor,  remained  unmarried,  and 
died  two  years   ago,  at   the  age  of  seventy- 
seven,   leaving    the    whole    of   lier  fortune — 
greatly  increased  by  accumulations — to  hos- 
pitals   and    charities.      I    believe    she    w^as, 
in  early  life,  alienated    from    her  family,  on 
account  of  some  real  or  fancied  slislit.     How- 
€ver,  she  died  :   and  her  papers  came  into  the 
hands    of    my    friends    Denham,    Mansfield, 
Westbury,  and  Co.,  of  New  Square,  Lincoln's 
Inn,   solicitors.     Her   second   sister,   Frances, 
born  in  the  year  1813,  married  in  1834,  had 
one  son,  Francis  Alexander,  who  was  born  in 
1835,    and  married   in  1857.     Both  Frances 
and   her    son    are   now    dead ;    but    one    son 
remained,  Frederick  Alexander,  born  in  the 
5^ear  1859.      The  third  daughter,  Catharine, 
born  in  the  year  1815,  married  in  1835,  and 
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emifrrated  to  Australia  Avitli  her  luisbaiicl,  a 
man  named  Temple.  I  have  no  knowledge 
of  this  branch  of  the  family.' 

'  Then,'  said  Armorel,  '  I  suppose  the 
eldest  son  or  grandson  of  the  second  sister 
must  have  the  rubies  ?  ' 

'  You  are  really  in  a  mio-hty  hurry  to  cret 

rid  of  your  property.     The  next  question — it 

should    have    come    earlier— is — How    do    I 

connect    this     Eobert     Fletcher    wdth    your 

Robert   Fletcher?     How    do   we  know   that 

Eobert     Fletcher    the    broker    was    Eobert 

Fletcher  the  shipwrecked  passenger  ?     Well ; 

Eleanor,   the  eldest,  left  a  bundle  of  family 

papers  and  letters  behind  her.     Among  them 

is  a  packet  endorsed  "  From  my  son  Eol:)ert 

in    India."      Those    letters,    signed    "  Eobert 

Fletcher,"    are    partly    dated    from    Burmah, 

whither    the    writer    had    gone    on    business. 

He  gives  his  observations  on  the  manners  and 

customs  of  the  country,  then  little  known  or 

visited.     He  says  that  lie  is  doing  very  well, 

indeed  :     so    well,    he    says    presently,    that, 

thanks  to  a  gift  nuide  to  hiui  bv  the  Kin£f,  lie 

VOL.  111.  F 
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is  able  to  think  about  returning  home  with 
the  means  of  staying  at  home  and  doing  no 
more  work  for  the  end  of  his  natural  days.' 
'  Of  course,  he  had  those  jewels.' 
'  Then  he  writes  from  Calcutta.     He  has 
returned   in    safety   from   Burmah    and    the 
King,   whose   capricious    temper   had    made 
him  tremble  for  his  life.     He  is  putting  his 
affairs  in  order :  he  has  brought  his  property 
from  Burmah  in  a  portable  form  which  he 
can    best   realise   in   London :    lastly,   he    is 
going  to  sail  in  a  few  weeks.     This  is  in  the 
year  1808.     According  to  your  story  it  was 
somewhere  about  that  date   that  the  wreck 
took  place  on   the  Scilly  Isles,  and  he  was 

washed  ashore,  saved ' 

'  And  robbed,'  said  Armor  el. 
'  As  we  have  no  evidence  of  the  fact,' 
answered  the  man  of  law,  '  I  prefer  to  say 
that  the  real  story  ends  with  the  last  of  the 
letters.  It  remained,  however,  to  compare 
the  handwriting  of  the  letters  with  that  of 
the  fragment  of  writing  in  your  leather  case. 
I    took    the    liberty    to    have    a   photograph 


A   RECOVERY  AND  A    FLIGHT  67 

made  of  that  fragment  while  it  was  in  my 
possession,  and  I  now  ask  you  to  compare 
the  handwriting.'  He  drew  out  of  his  pocket- 
book  a  letter — one  of  the  good  old  kind,  on 
large  paper,  brown  with  age,  and  unprovided 
with  any  envelope — and  the  photograph  of 
which  he  was  speaking.  '  There,'  he  said, 
'judge  for  yourself.' 

'Why!'  cried  Armorel.  'The  writing 
corresponds  exactly ! ' 

'  It  certainly  does,  letter  for  letter.  Well ; 
the  conclusion  of  the  whole  matter  is  that  I 
believe  the  story  of  the  old  lady  to  he  correct 
in  the  main.  On  the  other  hand,  there  is 
nothing  in  the  papers  to  show  the  existence 
in  the  family  of  any  recollection  of  so  great  a 
loss.  One  would  imagine  that  a  man  who 
had  dropped — or  thought  he  had  dropped — a 
bag,  full  of  rubies,  wortli  thirty-five  thousand 
pounds,  into  the  sea  would  have  told  ]iis 
children  about  it,  and  bemoaned  the  loss  all 
his  life.  Perhaps,  however,  lie  was  so  philo- 
sophic as  to  grieve  no  more  after  what  was 
hopelessly  gone.     He  was  still  in  the  years  of 
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hope  when  the  misfortune  befell  him.  Pos- 
sibly his  children  knew  in  general  terms  that 
the  shipwreck  had  caused  a  destruction  of 
property.  Again,  a  man  of  the  City,  with 
the  instincts  of  the  City,  would  not  like  it  to 
be  known  that  lie  had  returned  to  his  native 
country  a  pauper,  while  it  would  help  him  in 
his  business  to  be  considered  somewhat  of  a 
Nabob.  Of  this  I  cannot  S])eak  from  any 
knowledge  I  have,  or  from  any  discovery  that 
I  have  made.' 

'  Oh  ! '  cried  Armorel,  '  I  cannot  tell  you 
what  a  weight  has  been  lifted  from  me.  I 
have  never  ceased  to  lon^  for  the  restoration 
of  those  jewels  ever  since  I  found  them  in  the 
sea-chest.' 

'  There  is — as  I  said — only  one  descendant 
of  tlie  second  sister — a  man — a  man  still 
younii^.  You  will  f^ive  me  vour  instructions 
in  writing.  I  am  to  hand  over  to  this  young- 
man — this  fortunate  young  man — already 
trel^ly  fortunate  in  another  sense — this  pre- 
cious packet  of  jewels.  It  is  still,  I  suppose 
in  the  bank  ?  ' 
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'  It  is  where  you  placed  it  for  me  when  I 
came  of  a^e.' 

'Very  well.  I  have  brought  you  an 
order  for  its  delivery  to  me.  Will  you 
sign  it  ? ' 

Armorel  heaved  a  great  sigh.  •  With 
what  relief!'  she  said.  'Have  you  got  it 
here  ?  ' 

Mr.  Jao'enal  crave  her  the  order  on  the 
bank  for  the  delivery  of  sealed  packet, 
numbered  III.,  to  himself.     She  signed  it. 

'  To  think,'  she  said,  '  that  by  a  simple 
stroke  of  the  pen  I  can  remove  the  curse  of 
those  ill-crotten  rubies  !  It  is  like  o-etting  rid 
of  all  your  sins  at  once.  It  is  like  Christian 
dropping  his  bundle.' 

'  I  hope  the  rubies  will  not  carry  on  this 
supposed  curse  of  yours.' 

'  Oh  ! '  cried  Armorel,  with  a  profound 
sigh,  'I  feel  as  if  the  poor  old  lady  was 
present  listening.  Since  I  coidd  understand 
anything,  I  have  understood  that  the  posses- 
sion of  tliose  rubies  brought  disaster  upon 
my  people.     From  generation  to  generation 
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they  have  been  drowned  one  after  the  other 
my  father — my  grandfather — my  great- 
grandfather— my  mother — my  brothers — all 
— all  drowned.  Can  you  wonder  if  I  rejoice 
that  the  things  will  threaten  me  no  longer? ' 

'  This  is  sheer  superstition.' 

'  Oh  !  yes  :  I  know,  and  yet  I  cannot 
choose  but  to  believe  it,  I  have  heard  the 
story  so  often,  and  always  with  the  same 
ending.     Now,  they  are  gone.' 

'Not  quite  gone.  Nearly.  As  good  as 
gone,  however.  Dismiss  this  superstitious 
dread  from  your  mind,  my  dear  young  lady.' 

'The  rubies  are  gone.  There  will  be  no 
more  of  us  swallowed  up  in  the  cruel  sea.' 

'  No  more  of  you,'  repeated  Mr.  Jagenal, 
with  the  incredulous  smile  of  one  who  has 
never  had  in  his  family  a  ghost,  or  a  legend, 
or  a  curse,  or  a  doom,  or  a  banshee,  or  any- 
thing at  all  distinguished.  '  And  now  you 
will  be  happy.  You  don't  ask  me  the  name 
of  the  fortunate  young  man.' 

'  No  ;  I  do  not  want  to  know  any  tiling 
piore  about  tlie  liorrid  tliincfs.' 
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'  What  am  I  to  say  to  him  ? 

'Tell  hhn  the  truth.' 

'I  shall  tell  hmi  that  you  discovered  the 
rubies  in  au  old  sea-cliest  with  other  pro- 
perty accumulated  duriug  a  great  many 
years  :  tliat  a  scrap  of  paper  with  writing  on 
it  gave  a  clue  to  the  owner :  and  that,  by 
means  of  other  investicfation,  he  has  been  dis- 
covered  :  that  it  was  next  to  impossible  for 
your  great-grandfather.  Captain  Eosevean,  to 
have  purchased  these  jewels  :  and  that  the 
presumption  is  that  he  recovered  them  from 
the  wreck,  and  laid  them  in  the  chest,  saying 
nothing,  and  that  the  chest  was  never  opened 
until  your  succession  to  the  property.  That, 
my  dear  young  lady,  is  all  the  story  that  I 
have  to  tell.  And  now  I  will  go  away,  with 
conccratulations  to  Donna  Quixote  in  cfettinj^ 
rid  of  thirty-five  tliousand  pounds.' 

An  hour  or  two  afterwards,  Mrs.  Elstree 
appeared.  She  glided  into  the  room  and 
threw  herself  into  her  chair,  as  if  she  desired 
to  sleep  again.  She  looked  harassed  and 
anxious. 
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'Zoe,'  cried  Armorel,  'you  are  surely  ill. 
What  is  it?     Can  I  do  notliing  for  you  ?  ' 

'  Nothing.  I  only  wish  it  was  all  over,  or 
that  I  could  go  to  sleep  for  fifty  years,  and 
wake  up  an  old  Avoman — in  an  almshouse  or 
somewhere — all  tlie  troubles  over.  What  a 
beautiful  thing  it  must  be  to  be  old  and  past 
work,  witli  fifteen  shillings  a  week,  say,  and 
nothing  to  think  about  all  day  except  to  try 
and  forcfet  the  black  box  !  If  it  wasn't  for 
the  black  box — I  know  I  should  see  them 
always  coming  along  the  road  with  it — it 
must  be  the  loveliest  time.' 

'Well — but — what  makes  you  look  so 
ill?' 

'  Nothing.  I  am  not  ill  I  am  never  ill. 
I  would  rather  be  ill  than — what  I  am.  A 
tearimy,  rendino^  neuralgia  would  be  a  wel- 
come  change.  Don't  ask  me  any  more  ques- 
tions, Armorel.  You  look  radiant,  for  your 
part.  Has  anything  happened  to  you  ? — 
anything  good  ?  You  are  one  of  those  happy 
girls  to  whom  only  good  things  come.' 
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'  Do  you  remember  the  story  I  told  you — 
about  the  rubies  ?  ' 

'Yes.'  She  turned  her  face  to  the  iire.  'I 
remember  very  welL' 

'  I  have  at  last — congratulate  me,  Zoe — I 
have  got  rid  of  them.' 

'  You  have  got  rid  of  them  ?  '  Mrs.  Elstree 
started  up.     '  Where  are  they,  then  ?  ' 

'  Mr.  Jagenal  has  been  here.  He  has 
found  a  great-grandson  of  Robert  Fletcher, 
who  is  entitled  to  have  them.  I  have  never 
been  so  relieved  !  The  dreadful  things  are 
out  of  my  hands  now,  and  in  Mr.  Jagenal's. 
He  will  give  them  to  this  grandson.  Zoe, 
what  is  the  matter  ?  ' 

Mrs.  Elstree  rose  to  her  feet,  and  stood 
facing  Armorel,  with  eyes  in  which  wild 
terror  was  the  only  passion  visible,  and  white 
cheeks.  And,  as  Armorel  was  still  speaking, 
she  staggered,  reeled,  and  fell  forwards  in  a 
faint.  Armorel  caught  her,  and  bore  her  to 
the  sofa,  when  she  presently  came  to  herself 
again.  But  the  fainting  fit  was  followed  by 
hysterical  weeping  and  laugliing.     She  knew 
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not  what  slie  said.  She  raved  about  some- 
body who  had  bought  something.  Armorel 
paid  no  heed  to  what  she  said.  She  lamented 
the  hour  of  her  birth  :  she  had  been  pursued 
by  evil  all  her  life  :  she  lamented  the  hour 
when  she  met  a  certain  man,  unnamed,  who 
had  dragged  her  down  to  his  own  level :  and 
so  on. 

When  she  had  calmed  a  little,  Armorel 
persuaded  her  to  lie  down.  It  is  a  woman's 
chief  medicine.  It  is  better  than  all  the 
drugs  in  the  museum  of  the  College  of  Physi- 
cians. Mrs.  Elstree,  pale  and  trembling, 
tearful  and  agitated,  lay  down.  Armorel 
covered  her  with  a  warm  wrapper,  and  left 
her. 

A  little  while  afterwards  she  looked  in. 
The  patient  was  quite  calm  now,  apparently 
asleep,  and  breathing  gently.  Armorel,  satis- 
fied with  the  result  of  her  medicine,  left  her 
in  charge  of  her  maid,  and  went  out  for  an 
hour.  She  went  out,  in  fact,  to  tell  Effie 
Wilmot    the    joyful   news    concerning    those 
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abominable  rubies.  Wlien  she  came  back,  in 
time  for  luncheon,  she  was  met  by  her  maid, 
who  crave  her  a  letter,  and  told  her  a  strang:e 
thing.  Mrs.  Elstree  had  gone  away  !  The 
sick  woman,  who  had  been  raving  in  hysterics, 
hardly  able  to  support  herself  to  her  bed,  had 
got  up  the  moment  after  Armorel  left  the 
house,  packed  all  her  boxes  hurriedly,  sent 
her  for  a  cab,  and  had  driven  away.  But  she 
had  left  this  note  for  Armorel.     It  was  brief. 

'  I  am  obliged  to  go  away  unexpectedly. 
In  order  to  avoid  explanations  and  questions 
and  farewells,  I  have  thought  it  best  to  ^o 
away  quietly.  I  could  not  choose  but  go. 
For  certain  reasons  I  must  leave  you.  For 
the  same  reasons  I  hope  that  we  may  never 
meet  again.  I  ought  never  to  have  come 
here.  Forgive  me  and  forget  me.  I  will 
write  to  Mr.  Jagenal  to-day. 

'  ZOE.' 

There   was   no    reason    iriven.      Slie  had 
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gone.  Nor,  if  one  may  anticipate,  has  Ar- 
morel  yet  discovered  the  reasons  for  this 
sudden  flight.  Nor,  as  you  will  presently 
discover,  will  Armorel  ever  be  able  to  dis- 
cover those  reasons. 
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CHAPTEE   XXI 

ALL    LOST   BUT 

Mr.  Alec  Feildixg  paced  the  thick  carpet 
of  his  studio  with  a  restless  step  and  an  un- 
quiet mind.  Never  before  had  he  faced  a 
more  gloomy  outlook.  Black  clouds,  storm 
and  rain,  everywhere.  Bad,  indeed,  is  it  for 
the  honest  tradesman  when  there  is  no  money 
left,  and  no  credit.  But  a  man  can  alwavs 
begin  the  world  a^^ain  if  he  has  a  trade.  The 
devil  of  it  is  when  a  man  has  no  trade  at  all, 
except  that  of  lying  and  cheating  in  the 
abstract.  Many  men,  it  is  true,  combine 
cheatery  and  falsehood  with  their  trade.  Few 
are  so  unfortunate  as  to  have  no  trade  on 
which  to  base  their  frauds  and  adulterations. 

Everything   threatened,  and   all    at    once. 
Nay,  it  seemed  as  if  everything  was  actually 
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taken  from  him,  and  all  at  once.  Not  some- 
tliing  here,  Avliich  might  be  repaired,  and 
something  there,  a  little  later  on,  but  all  at 
once — everything.  Nothing  at  all  left.  Even 
his  furniture  and  his  books  might  be  seized. 
He  would  be  stripped  of  his  house,  his 
journal,  his  name,  his  credit,  his  position — 
even  his  genius !  Therefore  his  face — that 
face  which  Armorel  found  so  wooden — was 
now  full  of  expression,  but  of  the  terror- 
stricken,  hunted  kind :  that  of  the  man  who 
has  been  found  out  and  is  going  to  be  ex- 
posed. 

On  the  table  lay  three  or  four  letters. 
They  had  arrived  that  morning.  He  took 
them  up  and  read  them  one  after  the  other. 
It  was  line  upon  line,  blow  upon  blow. 

The  first  was  from  Eoland  Lee. 

'  I  see  no  object,'  he  said,  '  in  granting 
you  the  interview  which  you  propose.  There 
is  not  really  anything  that  requires  discussion. 
As  to  our  interests  being  identical,  as  you 
say — if  they  have  been  so  hitherto  they  will 
remain  so  no  longer.     As  to  the  market  price 
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of  the    pictures,    which    you    claim   to    have 
raised  by  your  judicious  management,  I  am 
satisfied  to  see  my  work  rise  to  its  own  level 
by  its  own  worth.     As  to  your  threat  that  the 
influence  which  has  been  exerted  for  an  artist 
may  be  also  exerted  against  him — you  will 
do  what  you  please.     Your  last  demand,  for 
gratitude,    needs  no    reply.     I    start    again, 
exactly  where  I  was  when  you  found  me.     I 
am  still  as  poor  and    as  little  known.     The 
half-dozen   pictures  which  you   have   sold  as 
your  own  will  not  help  me  in  any  way.    Your 
assertion  that  I  am  about  to  reap  the  harvest 
of  your  labours  is  absurd.     I  begin  the  world 
over  again.     The  last  picture — the  one  now 
in  your  studio — you  will  be  good  enough  not 
to  exhibit ' — '  Won't   I,    though  ?  '  asked    the 
owner — '  at   the    penalty   of    certain    incon- 
veniences which  you  will  learn  immediately. 
I  have  torn  up   and  burned  your  cheque.' — 
'  So  much   the   better  for   me,'  said  the  pur- 
chaser.— '  You  say  that  you  will  not  let  me  go 
without  a  personal  interview.     If  you   insist 
upon  one,  you  must  have  it      You   will  find 
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me  here  any  morning.     But,  as  you  can  only 
want  an  interview  in   the   hope   of  renewing 
the  old  arrangement,  I  am  bound  to  warn  you 
that  it  is  hopeless  and  impossible,  and  to  beg 
that  you   will    not  trouble  yourself  to   come 
here  at  all.     Understand  that  no  earthly  con- 
sideration will  induce  me  to  bear  any  further 
share  in  the   deception  in  which  I  have  been 
too  long  a  confederate.   The  guilty  knowledge 
of  the  past  should  separate  us  as  wide  apart 
as  the  poles.     To  see  you  will  be  to  revive  a 
guilty  memory.     Since   we   must    meet,  per- 
haps, from  time  to  time,  let  us  meet  as  a  pair 
of  criminals  who  avoid  each    other's    conver- 
sation for    fear  of    stirring  up  the    noisome 
past.     Wliat  has   been  resolved  upon,  so  far 
as     I — and     another — are     concerned.    Miss 
Armorel  Eosevean  has  undertaken  to  inform 
you. — it.  L.' 

'  Deception  !  Criminals ! '  I  suppose  there 
is  no  depth  of  wickedness  into  which  men 
may  not  descend,  step  by  step,  getting  daily 
deeper  in  the  mire  of  falsehood  and  crime, 
yet    walking   always  with    head    erect,    and 
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meeting  the  world  Avitli  the  front  of  rectitude. 
Had  anyone  told  Mr.  Alec  Feilding,  years 
before,  what  he  would  do  in  the  future,  he 
would  have  kicked  that  foul  and  obscene 
prophet.  Well  :  he  had  done  these  things, 
and  deliberately  :  he  had  posed  before  the 
world  as  painter,  poet,  and  writer  of  fiction. 
As  time  went  on,  and  the  world  accepted  his 
pretensions,  they  became  a  part  of  himself. 
Nay :  he  even  excused  himself.  Everybody 
does  the  same  thing  :  or,  just  the  same,  every- 
body would  do  it,  given  the  chance :  it  is  a 
world  of  pretension,  make-believe,  and  seem- 
ing. Besides,  he  was  no  highwayman,  he 
bought  the  things  :  he  paid  for  them :  they 
were  his  property.  And  yet — '  Deception  ! 
Criminals  ! '  The  words  astonished  and  pained 
him. 

And  the  base  ingratitude  of  the  man.  He 
was  starving :  no  one  would  buy  his  things  : 
nobody  knew  his  work,  when  he  stepped  in. 
Then,  by  dexterity  in  the  art  of  Puff,  whicli 
the  moderns  call  reclame — he  actually  believed 
this,  beim^  so  ij^^norant  of  Art — he  had  Agreed 
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these  pictures  into  notice  :  lie  liad  run  up 
their  price,  until  for  that  picture  on  the  easel 
he  had  been  offered,  and  had  taken,  450/. ! 
Ungrateful ! 

'  Deception  !     Criminals  ! ' 

Why,  the  man  had  actually  received  a 
cheque  for  300/.  for  that  very  picture.  What 
more  could  he  want  or  expect  ?  True,  he 
had  refused  to  cash  the  cheque.  More  fool 
he  ! 

And  now  he  was  going  absolutely  to  with- 
draw from  the  partnership,  and  work  for 
himself.  Well — poor  devil  !  He  would 
starve  ! 

He  stood  in  front  of  the  picture  and 
looked  at  it  mournfully.  The  beautiful  thing 
— far  more  beautiful  than  any  he  had  ex- 
hibited before.  It  cut  him  to  the  heart 
to  tJiink — not  that  he  had  been  such  a 
fraud,  but — that  he  could  have  no  more 
from  the  same  source.  His  career  was  cut 
short  at  the  outset,  his  ambitions  blasted, 
by  this  unlucky  accident.  Yet  a  year  or  two 
and  the  Academy  would  have  made  him  an 
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Associate  :  a  few  more  years  and  he  would 
have  become  E.A.  Perhaps,  in  the  end, 
President.  And  now  it  was  all  over.  No 
Eoyal  Academy  for  him,  unless — a  thing 
almost  desperate — he  could  find  some  other 
Eoland  Lee — some  genius  as  poor,  as  reckless 
of  himself  And  it  might  be  years — years — 
before  he  could  find  such  a  one.  Meantime, 
what  was  he  to  show  ?  What  was  he  to  say  ? 
'  Deception  !  Criminals  !  '  Confound  the 
fellow !  The  words  banned  about  his  head 
and  boxed  his  ears. 

The  second  letter  was  from  Effie — the 
girl  to  whom  he  had  paid  such  vast  sums  of 
money,  whom  he  had  surrounded  with 
luxuries — on  whom  he  had  bestowed  the 
precious  gift  of  his  personal  friendship.  This 
girl  also  wrote  without  the  least  sense  of 
gratitude.  She  said,  in  fact,  writing  straight 
to  the  point,  '  I  beg  to  inform  you  that  I  shall 
not,  in  future,  be  able  to  continue  tliose  con- 
tributions to  your  paper  which  you  have 
thought  fit  to  publish  in  two  volumes  with 
your  own  name  attached.     I  have  submitted 
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my  original  manuscript  of  those  verses  to  a 
friend,  who  has  compared  them  witli  your 
published  volume,  and  lias  ascertained  that 
tliere  is  not  the  alteration  of  a  sinorle  word. 
So  that  your  pretence  of  having  altered  and 
improved  tliem,  until  they  became  your  own, 
is  absurd.  My  brother  begs  me  to  add  that 
your  statement  made  before  all  the  people 
at  the  reading  was  false.  You  made  no  sug- 
gestions. You  offered  no  advice.  You  said 
that  the  play  was  worthless.  My  brother  has 
made  no  alterations.  You  offered  to  give 
him  fifty  pounds  for  the  whole  rights  in  the 
play,  with  the  right  of  bringing  it  out  under 
your  own  name.  This  offer  he  refuses  abso- 
lutely. 

'  I  sincerely  wish  I  coidd  restore  the 
money  you  have  given  me.  I  now  understand 
tliat  it  was  the  price  of  my  silence — the 
Wages  of  Sin.  '  E.  W.' 

No  more  verses  from  that  quarter.  Poets, 
however,  tliere  are  in  plenty,  writers  of  glib 
and  flowing  rhymes.     To  be  sure,  they  are 
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as  a  race  consumed  by  vanity,  and  Avant 
to  have  tlieir  absurd  names  stuck  to  every- 
thing they  do.  Very  well,  henceforth  he 
would  have  anonymous  verses,  and  engage 
a  small  army  of  poets.  The  letter  moved 
him  little,  except  that  it  came  by  the  same 
post  as  the  other.  It  proved,  taken  Avith  the 
evening  of  the  play,  concerted  action.  As 
for  comparing  the  girl's  manuscript  verses 
with  the  volume,  how  was  she  to  prove  that 
the  manuscript  verses  were  not  copied  out  of 
the  volume  ? 

Then  there  was  a  third  letter,  a  very 
angry  letter,  from  Lady  Frances,  his  story- 
teller. 

'  I  learn,'  slie  said,  '  that  you  have  chosen 
me  as  the  fittest  person  upon  whom  to 
practise  your  deceptions.  You  assured  me 
that  you  were  engaged  to  Miss  Armorel 
Eosevean.  I  learn  from  the  young  lady 
herself  that  this  is  entirely  false :  you  did 
offer  yourself,  it  is  true,  a  week  after  you  had 
assured  me    of  the   enf^a^ement.     You   were 
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promptly  and  decidedly  refused.  And  you 
had  no  reason  whatever  for  believing  that 
you  would  be  accepted. 

'I  should  like  you  to  consider  that  you 
owe  your  introduction  into  society  to  me. 
You  also  owe  to  me  whatever  name  you  have 
acquired  as  a  story-teller.  Every  one  of  the 
society  stories  told  in  your  paper  has  been 
communicated  to  you  by  me.  And  this  is 
the  way  in  which  you  repay  my  kindness  to 
you. 

'  Under  the  circumstances,  I  think  you 
cannot  complain  if  I  request  that  in  future  we 
cease  to  meet  even  as  acquaintances.  Of 
course,  my  contributions  to  your  paper  will 
be  discontinued.  And  if  you  venture  to 
state  anywhere  that  they  are  your  own  work, 
I  will  publicly  contradict  tlie  statement. 

'F.  H.' 

He  stood  irresolute.  What  was  to  be 
done  ?  For  tlie  moment  he  could  think  of 
nothiij<i:.  '  It  is  that  cursed  s^irl ! '  he  cried. 
'  Why  did   slie  ever  come    here  ?     By    what 
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unlucky  accident  did  she  meet  these  two — 
Eoland  Lee  and  Effie?  Why  was  I  such 
a  fool  as  to  ask  Lady  Frances  to  call  upon 
her  ?  Why  did  I  send  Zoe  to  her  ?  It  is 
all  folly  together.  If  it  had  not  been  for 
her  we  should  have  been  all  ^oinf?  on  as 
before.  I  am  certain  we  should — and  going 
on  comfortably.  I  should  have  made  Eoland's 
fortune  as  well  as  my  own  name — and  his 
hand  was  getting  stronger  and  better  every 
day.  And  I  should  have  kept  that  girl  in 
comfort,  and  made  a  very  pretty  little  name 
for  m3^self  that  way.  She  was  improving,  too 
— a  brii^ht  and  clever  ojirl — a  real  treasure  in 
proper  hands.  And  I  had  the  boy  as  well, 
or  should  have  had.  Good  Heavens !  what 
losses !  What  a  splendid  possession  to  have 
destroyed !  No  man  ever  before  had  sucli 
a  cliance — to  say  nothing  of  Lady  Frances  ! ' 
It  was  maddening.  We  use  the  w^ord  lightly, 
and  for  small  cause.  But  it  really  was 
maddening.  'What  will  they  say?  What 
are  they  going  to  do  ?  What  can  they  say  ? 
If  it  comes  to  a  question  of  affirmation  I  can 
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swear  as  well  as  anyone,  I  suppose.  If 
Eoland  pretends  that  he  pamted  my  pictures 
— if  Effie  says  she  wrote  my  poems — how 
will  they  prove  it  ?     What  can  they  do  ? 

'  But  things  stick.  If  it  is  whispered 
about  that  there  will  be  no  more  pictures 
and  no  more  poems — oh!  it  is  the  hardest 
luck.' 

One  more  letter  reached  him  by  that 
morning's  post : — 

'  Dearest  Alec, — I  have  left  Armorel,  and 
am  no  longer  a  Companion.  The  gilt  could 
not  disguise  the  pill.  I  have,  however,  a 
communication  to  make  of  a  more  comfort- 
able character  than  this.  It  is  true  that  I  am 
like  a  housemaid  out  of  a  situation.  But 
I  think  you  will  change  the  natural  irritation 
caused  by  this  announcement  for  a  more 
joyful  countenance  when  you  see  me.  I  shall 
arrive  with  my  comnumication  about  noon 
to-morrow.  Be  at  home,  and  be  alone. — Your 
affectionate  '  ZoE.' 
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What  had  she  got  to  say  ?  At  the  present 
crisis  what  could  it  matter  what  she  had  to  say  ? 
If  she  had  only  got  that  money  out  of  Armorel, 
or  succeeded  in  making  the  crirl  his  servant. 
But  she  could  not  do  the  only  really  useful 
thing  he  ever  asked  of  her. 

He  laid  down  the  letter  on  the  table, 
beside  one  from  his  printers — three  days  old. 
In  this  communication  the  printers  pointed 
out  that  his  account  was  very  large  ;  that  no 
satisfactory  arrangement  had  been  proposed  ; 
that  they  were  going  to  discontinue  printing 
his  paper  unless  something  practical  was 
effected  ;  and  that  they  hoped  to  hear  from 
him  without  delay. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door  :  the  dis- 
creet man-servant  brought  a  card,  with  the 
silence  and  confidential  manner  of  one  who 
announces  a  secret  emissary — say  a  hired 
assassin. 

The  visitor  was  Mr.  Jagfenal.  He  came  in 
friendly  and  expansive. 

'  My  dear  boy ! '  he  said  with  a  warm 
grasp.     '  Always  at  work — always  at  work  ?  ' 
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Alec  dexterously  swept  the  letters  into  an 
open  drawer.  'Always  at  work,'  he  said. 
'  But  I  must  be  hard  pressed  when  I  cannot 
give  you  five  minutes.     What  is  it  ?  ' 

'  I  will  come  to  the  point  at  once.  You 
know  Mrs.  Elstree  very  well,  I  believe  ? ' 

'  Very  well  indeed — I  knew  her  before  her 
father's  failure.     Before  her  marriage.' 

'  Quite  so.  Then  what  do  you  make  of 
this  ? '  He  handed  over  a  note,  which  the 
other  man  read :  '  Dear  Sir, — Unexpected 
circumstances  have  made  it  necessary  for  me 
to  i?ive  up  my  charge  of  Armorel  Eosevean  at 
once.  I  have  not  even  been  able  to  wait  a 
single  day.  I  have  been  compelled  to  leave 
her  without  even  wishing  her  farewell. — Very 
truly  yours,  Zoe  Elstree.' 

'  It  is  very  odd,'  he  said  truthfully.  '  I 
know  nothing  of  these  circumstances.  I  can- 
not tell  you  why  she  has  resigned.' 

'  Oh  !  I  thouglit  I  would  ask  you  !  Well, 
she  has  actually  gone  :  she  has  vanished  ;  she 
has  left  tlie  girl  quite  alone.     This  is  all  very 
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irregular,    isn't    it?      Not     quite    what    one 
expects  of  a  lady,  is  it  ?  ' 

'  Very  irregular  indeed.  Well,  I  am 
responsible  for  her  introduction  to  you,  and 
I  will  iind  out,  if  I  can,  what  it  means.  She 
is  coming  here  to-day,  she  writes  :  no  doubt 
to  give  me  her  reasons.  What  will  Miss 
Eosevean  do  ? ' 

'  Oh  !  she  is  an  independent  girl.  She 
tells  me  that  she  has  found  a  young  lady 
about  her  own  age,  and  they  are  going  to 
live  together.  Alec,  I  don't  quite  under- 
stand why  you  thought  Mrs.  Elstree  so  likely 
a  person  for  companion.  Philippa  tells  me 
that  she  has  no  friends,  and  we  appointed 
her  because  we  thought  she  had  so  many.' 

'  Pleasing  —  attractive  —  accomplislied  — 
what  more  did  you  want?  And  as  for 
friends,  she  must  have  had  plenty.' 

'  But  it  seems  she  had  none.  Nobody 
has  ever  called  upon  her.  And  she  never 
went  into  any  society.  Are  you  sure  tliat  you 
were    not    misled    about  her,  my  dear  boy  ? 
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I    have    heard,  for    instance,  rumours  about 
her  and  tlie  provincial  stage.' 

'  Oh !  rumours  are  nothing.  I  don't 
think  I  could  have  been  mistaken  in  her. 
However,  she  has  gone.  I  will  find  out  why. 
As  for  Armorel  Eosevean ' 

'  Alec — what  a  splendid  girl !  Was  there 
no  chance  there  for  you  ?  Are  you  so 
critical  that  even  Armorel  is  not  good 
enough  for  you  ? ' 

'  Not  my  style,'  he  said  shortly.  '  Never 
mind  the  girl.' 

'  Well — there  is  one  more  thing,  Alec — 
and  a  more  pleasant  subject — about  your- 
self. I  want  to  ask  you  one  or  two  questions 
— family  questions.' 

'  I  thought  you  knew  all  about  my  family.' 

'  So  I  do,  pretty  well.  However — this  is 
really  important — most  important.  I  wouldn't 
waste  your  time  if  it  w^as  not  important. ^ 
Do  you  remember  your  great-aunt  Eleanor 
Fletcher  P ' 

'Very  well.  She  left  all  her  money  to 
charities — Cat ! ' 
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'And  your  grandmother,  Mrs.  Xeedliam?' 

'  Quite  well.  What  is  in  tlie  wind  now  ? 
Has  Aunt  Eleanor  been  proved  to  have  made 
a  later  will  in  my  favour  ?  ' 

'  You  will  find  out  in  a  day  or  two.  Eh  ! 
Alec,  you  are  a  lucky  dog.  Painter — poet — 
nothing  in  which  you  do  not  command 
success.     And  now — now — —  ' 

'  Now— what  ?  ' 

'  That  I  will  tell  you,  my  dear  boy,  in  two 
or  three  days.  There's  many  a  slip,  we  know, 
but  this  time  the  cup  will  reach  your  lips.' 

'  Wliat  do  you  mean  ? '  cried  the  young 
man,  startled.  '  Cup  .^  Do  you  mean  to  tell 
me  that  you  have  something — something  un- 
expected— coming  to  me  ?  Something  con- 
siderable ? ' 

'  If  it  comes — oh  !  yes,  it  is  quite  certain 
to  come — very  considerable.  You  are  your 
mother's  only  son,  and  she  was  an  only  child, 
and  her  grandfather  was  one  Eobert  Fletcher, 
wasn't  he  ?  ' 

'I  believe  he  was.  There's  a  family  Bible 
on  the  shelves  that  can  tell  us.' 
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'  Did  you  ever  liear  anything  about  the 
early  Hfe  and  adventures  of  this  Eobert 
Fletcher  ? ' 

'  No  :  he  was  in  the  City,  I  believe,  and  he 
left  a  good  large  fortune.     That  is  all.' 

'  That  is  all.  That  is  all.  Well,  my  dear 
boy,  the  strangest  things  happen  :  we  must 
never  be  surprised  at  anything.  But  be 
prepared  to-morrow — or  next  day — or  the 
day  after — to  be  agreeably — most  agreeably 
— surprised.' 

'  To  the  tune  of — what  ?  A  thousand 
pounds,  say  ? ' 

'  Perhaps.  It  may  amount  very  nearly  to 
as  much — very  nearly — Ha  !  ha  ! — to  nearly 
as  much  as  that,  I  dare  say — Ho  !  ho  ! '  He 
chuckled,  and  wagged  his  white  head.  '  Very 
nearly  a  thousand  pounds,  I  dare  say.'  He 
walked  over  to  look  at  the  picture. 

'  Eeally,  Alec'  he  said,  '  you  deserve  all 
the  luck  you  get.  Nobody  can  possibly 
grudge  it  to  you.  This  picture  is  charming. 
I  don't  know  when  I  have  seen  a  sweeter 
thing.     You  have  the  finest  feeling  for  rock 


ALL  LOST  BUT 95 

and  seashore  and  water.  Well,  my  dear  boy, 
I  am  very  sorry  that  you  haven't  as  fine  a 
feeling  for  Armorel  Eosevean — the  sweetest 
girl  and  the  best,  I  be h eve,  in  the  world. 
Good-bye  ! — good-bye  !  till  the  day  after  to- 
morrow— the  day  after  to-morrow  !  It  will 
certainly  reach  to  a  tliousand — or  very  near. 
Ho  !  ho  !     Lucky  dog  ! ' 

Mr.  Jagenal  w^ent  away  nodding  and  smil- 
incr.  There  are  moments  when  it  is  very  ofood 
to  be  a  solicitor :  they  are  moments  rich  in 
blessing :  they  compensate,  in  some  measure, 
for  those  other  moments  when  the  guilty  are 
brought  to  bay  and  the  thriftless  are  made  to 
tremble :  they  are  tlie  moments  when  tlie 
solicitor  announces  a  windfall — the  return  of 
the  long-lost  Xabob — the  discovery  of  a  will 
— the  favourable  decision  of  the  Court. 

Alec  sat  down  and  seized  a  pen.  He 
wrote  liurriedly  to  his  printers  :  '  Let  the 
present  arrangements,'  he  said,  '  continue  un- 
changed. I  shall  be  in  a  position  in  two  or 
three  days  to  make  a  very  considerable  pay- 
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ment,  and,  after  tliat,  we  will  start  on  a  more 
reo'ular  understanding^.' 


Another  knock,  and  again  the  discreet 
man-servant  came  in  on  tiptoe.  '  Lady  refused 
her  card,'  he  whispered. 

The  lady  was  none  other  than  Armorel 
herself — in  morning  dress,  wearing  a  hat. 

He  bowed  coldly.  Tliere  was  a  light  in 
her  eyes,  and  a  heightened  colour  on  her 
cheek,  which  hardly  looked  like  a  friendly 
call.  But  that,  of  course,  one  could  not 
expect. 

'After  our  recent  interview,'  he  said,  '  and 
after  the  very  remarkable  string  of  accusa- 
tions which  fell  from  your  lips,  I  could 
hardly  expect  to  see  you  in  my  studio.  Miss 
Eosevean.' 

'  I  came  only  to  communicate  a  resolution 
arrived  at  by  my  friends  Mr.  Roland  Lee  and 
Miss  Effie  Wilmot.' 

'  From  your  friends  Mr.  Eoland  Lee  and 
Miss  Effie  Wilmot?  May  I  offer  you  a 
chair  ?  ' 
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'  Thank  you.  No.  My  message  is  only 
to  tell  you  this.  They  have  resolved  to  let 
the  past  remain  unknown.' 

'  To  let  the  past  remain  unknown.'  He 
tried  to  appear  careless,  but  the  girl  watched 
the  sudden  light  of  satisfaction  in  his  eyes 
and  the  sudden  expression  of  relief  in  his  face. 
'  The  past  remain  unknown,'  he  repeated. 
'  Yes — certainly.  Am  I — may  I  ask — in- 
terested in  this  decision  ?  ' 

'  That  you  know  best,  Mr.  Feilding.  It 
seems  hardly  necessary  to  try  to  carry  it  off 
with  me — I  know  everything.  But — as  you 
please.  They  agree  that  they  have  been 
themselves  deeply  to  blame :  they  cannot 
acquit  themselves.  Certainly  it  is  a  pitiful 
thing  for  an  artist  to  own  that  he  has  sold  his 
name  and  fame  in  a  moment  of  despair.' 

'  It  would  be  indeed  a  pitiful  thing  if  it 
were  ever  done.' 

'  Nothing  more,  therefore,  will  be  said  by 
either  of  them  as  to  the  pictures  or  poems.' 

'  Indeed  ?  From  what  you  have  already 
told  me  :  from  the  gracious  freedom  of  your 

VOL.    III.  H 
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utterances  at  the  National  Gallery,  I  seem  to 
connect  those  two  names  witli  the  charges 
you  then  brought.  They  refuse  to  bring  for- 
ward, or  to  endorse,  those  charges,  then? 
Do  you  withdraw  them  ?  ' 

'  They  do  not  refuse  to  bring  forward  the 
chars^es.  They  have  never  made  those 
charges.  I  made  them,  and  I,  Mr.  Feilding  ' 
— she  raised  her  voice  a  little — '  I  do  not 
withdraw  them.' 

'  Oh  !  you  do  not  withdraw  them  ?  May 
I  ask  what  your  word  in  the  matter  is  worth 
unsupported  by  their  evidence — even  if  their 
evidence  were  worth  anything  ?  ' 

'  You  shall  hear  what  my  word  is  wortli. 
This  picture' — she  placed  herself  before  it— 
'  is  painted  by  Mr.  Eoland  Lee.  Perhaps  he 
will  not  say  so.  Oh  !  it  is  a  beautiful  picture 
— it  is  quite  the  best  he  has  ever  painted — 
yet.  It  is  a  true  picture  :  you  cannot  under- 
stand either  its  beauty  or  its  truth.  You 
have  never  been  to  the  place :  you  do  not 
even  know  where  it  is :  wliy,  Sir — it  is  my 
birthplace.     I  lived  tliere  until  I  was  sixteen 
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years  of  age  :  tlie  scene,  like  all  the  scenes 
in  those  pictures  you  call  your  own,  was 
taken  in  the  Scilly  archipelago.'  He  started. 
'  You  do  not  even  know  the  girl  who  stands 
in  the  foreground — your  own  model.  Why — 
it  is  my  portrait — mine — look  at  me,  Sir — it 
is  my  portrait.  Now  you  know  what  my 
word  is  worth.  I  have  only  to  stand  before 
this  picture  and  tell  the  world  that  this  is  my 
portrait.' 

He  started  and  changed  colour.  This  was 
unexpected.  If  the  girl  was  to  go  on  talkino- 
in  this  way  outside,  it  would  be  difficult  to 
reply.  What  was  he  to  say  if  the  words  were 
reported  to  him  ?  Because,  you  see,  once 
pointed  out,  there  could  be  no  doubt  at  all 
about  the  portrait. 

'  A  portrait  of  myself,'  she  repeated. 

'Permit  me  to  observe,'  he  said,  with 
some  assumption  of  dignit}^  '  that  you  will 
find  it  very  difficult  to  prove  these  statements 
— most  difficult — and  at  the  same  time  highly 
dangerous,  because  libellous.' 

'  No,  not  dangerous,  Mr.  Feilding.    Would 

n  2 
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you  dare  to  go  into  a  Court  of  Justice  and 
swear  that  these  pictures  are  j^ours?  When 
did  YOU  go  to  Scilly  ?  Where  did  you  stay  ? 
Under  what  circumstances  did  you  have  me 
for  a  model  ?  On  wdiat  island  did  you  find 
this  view  ? ' 

He  was  silent. 

'  Will  you  dare  to  paint  anything — tlie 
merest  sketch — to  show  that  this  picture  is  in 
your  own  style  ?     You  cannot.' 

'Anyone,'  he  said,  'may  bring  charges — 
the  most  reckless  charges.  But  I  think  you 
w^ould  hardly  dare ' 

'  I  will  do  this,  then.  If  you  dare  to 
exhibit  this  picture  as  your  owai,  I  will,  most 
assuredly,  take  all  my  friends  and  stand  in 
front  of  it,  and  tell  them  when  and  where  it 
was  painted,  and  by  whom,  and  show  tliem 
my  owni  portrait.' 

Tlie  resolution  of  this  threat  quelled  him. 
'  I  have  no  intention,'  he  said,  '  of  exhibiting 
this  picture.  It  is  sold  to  an  American,  and 
will  go  to  New  York  immediately.  Next  year, 
peril aps,  I  may  take  up  your  challenge.' 
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She  laughed  scornfully.  '  I  promised 
Eoland,'  she  said,  '  that  yon  should  not  show 
this  picture.  That  is  settled,  then.  You 
shall  not,  you  dare  not.' 

She  left  the  picture  reluctantly.  It  was 
dreadful  to  her  to  think  that  it  must  go,  with 
his  name  upon  it. 

On  a  side-table  lay,  among  a  pile  of  books, 
the  dainty  white-and-gold  volume  of  poems 
bearincf  the  name  of  this  c^reat  o-enius.  She 
took  it  up,  and  laughed. 

'  Oh  ! '  she  said.  '  Was  there  ever  greater 
impudence.^  Every  line  in  this  volume  was 
written  by  Effie  Wilniot — every  line  !  ' 

'  Indeed  ?     Who  says  so  ?  ' 

*  I  say  so.  I  have  compared  the  manu- 
script with  the  volume.  There  is  not  the 
difference  of  a  word.' 

'  If  Miss  Effie  Wilmot,  for  purposes  of  her 
own,  and  for  base  purposes  of  deception,  has 
copied  out  my  verses  in  her  own  handwriting, 
probably  a  wonderful  agreement  may  be 
found.' 

'  Shame  !  '  cried  Armorel. 
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'  You  see  the  force  of  that  remark.  It  is 
a  great  shame.  Some  gkls  take  to  lying 
naturally.  Others  acquire  proficiency  in  the 
art.  Effie,  I  suppose,  took  to  it  naturally. 
I  am  sorry  for  Effie.  I  used  to  think  better 
of  her.' 

'  Oh  !  He  tries,  even  now !  How  can 
you  pretend — you — to  have  written  this 
sweet  and  dainty  verse  ?  Oh  !  You  dare  to 
put  your  signature  to  these  poems  ! ' 

'Of  course,'  said  the  divine  Maker,  with 
brazen  front  and  calmly  dignified  speech, 
'  if  these  things  are  said  in  public  or  outside 
the  studio,  I  shall  be  compelled  to  bring  an 
action  for  libel.  I  have  warned  you  already. 
Before  repeating  what  you  have  said  here 
you  had  better  make  quite  sure  that  you  can 
prove  your  words.  Ask  Miss  Effie  Wilmot 
what  proofs  she  has  of  her  assertion,  if  it  is 
hers,  and  not  an  invention  of  your  own  ! ' 

Armor  el  threw  down  the  volume.  '  Poor 
Effie  !  '  she  said.  '  She  has  been  robbed 
of  the  first-fruits  of  her  aenius.  How  dare 
you  talk  of  proofs  r '    She  took  up  the  current 
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niiniber  of  the  journal.  '  That  is  not  all,'  she 
said.  '  Look  here !  This  is  one  of  your 
stories,  is  it  not  ?  I  read  in  a  paper  yesterday 
that  no  Frenchman  ever  had  so  hght  a  touch: 
that  there  are  no  modern  stories  anywhere  so 
artistic  in  treatment  and  in  construction  as 
your  own — your  own — your  very  own, 
Mr.  Feilding.  Yet  they  are  written  for  you, 
every  one  of  them:  tliey  are  written  by 
Lady  Frances  Holhngton.  You  are  a  Triple 
Impostor.  I  believe  that  you  really  are  the 
very  greatest  Pretender — the  most  gigantic 
Pretender  in  the  whole  world.' 

*  Of  course,'  he  went  on,  a  little  abashed 
by  her  impetuosity.  '  I  cannot  stop  your 
tongue.     You  may  say  what  you  please.' 

'  We  shall  say  nothing  more.  That  is 
what  I  came  to  say  on  behalf  of  my  friends. 
I  wished  to  spare  them  the  pain  of  further 
communication  with  you.' 

'  Kind  and  thouijhtful ! ' 

'I  have  one  more  question  to  ask  you, 
Mr.  Feilding.  Pray,  why  did  you  tell  people 
that  I  was  engaged  to  you  ?  ' 


I04  ARM  OREL   OF  LYONESSE 

'Probably,'  lie  replied,  unabashed,  'be- 
cause I  wished  it  to  be  believed.' 

'  Why  did  you  wish  it  to  be  believed  ?  ' 

'  Probably  for  private  reasons.' 

'  It  was  a  vile  and  horrible  falsehood  ! ' 

'  Come,  Miss  Eosevean,  we  will  not  call 
each  other  names.  Otlierwise  I  miglit  ask 
you  what  the  world  calls  a  girl  who  encou- 
rao^es  a  man  to  dano-le  after  her  for  weeks,  till 
everybody  talks  about  her,  and  then  throws 
him  over.' 

'  Oh  !       You    cannot    mean '    J3efore 

those  llasliing  eyes  his  own  dropped. 

'  I  mean  that  this  is  exactly  what  you 
have  done,'  lie  said,  but  witliout  looking  up. 

'  Is  it  possible  that  a  man  can  be  so  base  ? 
What  encouragement  did  I  ever  give  3^ou  ? ' 

'  You  surely  are  not  going  to  deny  the 
thing,  after  all.  Why,  it  has  been  patent  for 
all  the  world  to  see  you.  I  have  been  with 
you  everywhere,  in  all  public  places.  What 
hint  did  you  ever  give  me  that  my  addresses 
were  disagreeable  to  you  ?  ' 

'  How  can  one  reply  to  such  insinuations  P  ' 
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asked  Armorel,  with  flaming  face.  '  And  so 
you  followed  me  about  in  order  to  be  able  to 
say  that  I  encouraged  you  !  What  a  man ! 
What  a  man  !  You  have  tau2"ht  me  to  under- 
stand,  now,  why  one  man  may  sometimes  take 
a  stick  and  beat  another.  If  I  were  a  man, 
at  this  moment,  1  would  beat  you  with  a 
stick.  No  other  treatment  is  fit  for  such  a 
man.  I  to  encourage  you  ! — wlien  for  a 
month  and  more  I  have  known  what  an 
Impostor  and  Pretender  you  are !  You  dare 
to  say  that  I  have  encouraged  you  I — you — 
the  robber  of  other  men's  name  and  fame  !  ' 

'  Well,  if  you  come  to  that,  I  do  dare  to 
say  as  much.  Come,  Miss  Armorel  Rosevean. 
I  certainly  do  dare  to  say  as  much.' 

She  turned  with  a  gesture  of  impatience. 

'  I  have  said  what  I  came  to  sav.     I  will 

go-' 

'  Stop   a    moment ! '    said    Alec    Feilding. 

'  Is  it  not  ratlier  a    bold    proceeding    for    a 

beautiful    girl    like   you,  a  day  or  two  after 

you  have  refused  a  man,  to  visit  him  alone 

at  liis  studio  ?     Is  it  altogether  the  way  to  let 
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the  world  distinctly  understand  that  there 
never  has  been  anything  between  us,  and  that 
it  is  all  over  ?  ' 

'  I  am  less  afraid  of  the  world  than  you 
think.  My  world  is  my  very  little  circle  of 
friends.  I  am  very  much  afraid  of  what  they 
think.  But  it  is  on  their  account,  and  with 
their  knowledge,  that  I  am  here.' 

'  Alone  and  unprotected  ?  ' 

'Alone,  it  is  true.  I  can  always  protect 
myself.' 

'  Indeed  ! '  He  turned  an  ugly — a  villanous 
— face  towards  her.  '  We  sliall  see  !  You 
come  here  with  your  charges  and  your  fine 
phrases.     We  shall  see  ! ' 

He  had  been  standing  all  this  time  before 
his  study  table.  He  now  stepped  quickly 
to  the  door.  The  key  was  in  the  lock.  He 
turned  it,  drew  it  out,  and  dropped  it  in  his 
pocket. 

'  Now,  my  lovely  lady,'  he  said,  grinning, 
'  you  have  had  your  innings,  and  I  am  going 
to  have  mine.  You  have  come  to  this  studio 
in  order  to  have  a  row  with  me.     You  have 
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had  that  row.     You  can  use  your  tongue  in  a 
manner  that  does  credit  to  your  early  educa- 
tion.     A.S    for  your    nonsense    about    Eoland 
Lee  and  Effie   and  Lady  Frances,  no  one  is 
going  to  beUeve  that  stuff,  you  know.     As  for 
your  question,  I  did  tell  Lady  Frances  that 
you  were  engaged  to  me.     And  I  told  others. 
Because,  of  course,  you  were — or  ought  to 
have   been.     It  was    only   by  some   kind  of 
accident  that  I  did  not  speak  before.     As  I 
intended  to  speak  the  next  day,  I  anticipated 
the  thing  by  twelve  hours  or  so.     What  of 
that  ?     Well,  I  shall  now  have  to  explain  that 
you  seem  not  to  know  your  own  mind.     It 
will  be  awkward  for  you — not  for  me.      You 
have  thrown  me  over.     And  all  you  have  got 
to  say  in  explanation  is  a  long  rigmarole  of 
abuse.     This   not  my  own  painting  ?     These 
not    my    own    poems?      These,    again,    not 
my  own  stories  ?     Eeally,  Miss  Armorel  Eose- 
vean,  you  know  so  very  little  of  the  world — 
you  are  so  inexperienced — you  are  so  easily 
imposed    upon — that  I    am    inclined    to  pity 
rather  than    to  blame  you.     Of  course,  you 
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have  tried  to  do  me  harm,  and  I  ought  to  be 
angry  with  you.  But  I  cannot.  You  are 
much  too  beautifuL  To  a  lovely  woman 
everything,  even  mischief,  is  forgiven.' 

'  Will  you  open  the  door  and  let  me 
go?' 

'  All  in  good  time.  When  1  please.  It 
will  do  you  no  harm  to  be  caught  alone 
in  my  studio — alone  with  me.  It  will  look  so 
like  returning  to  the  lover  whom,  in  a  moment 
of  temper,  you  threw  over.  I  will  take  care 
that  it  shall  bear  that  interpretation,  if  neces- 
sary. You  have  changed  your  mind,  sweet 
Armorel,  have  you  not?  You  have  repented 
of  that  cruel  decision  ?  ' 

He  advanced  a  little  nearer.  I  really 
believe  that  he  was  still  confident  in  his  own 
power  of  subjugating  the  sex  feminine — 
Heaven  knows  why  some  men  always  retain 
this  confidence. 

Armorel  looked  round  the  room :  the 
window  was  high,  too  high  for  her  to  reach  : 
there  was  no  way  of  escape  except  through 
tlie  door.     Tlien  she  saw  somethimr  hani>inii- 
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on  the  wall  within  her  reach,  and  she  took 
courage. 

He  drew  still  nearer  :  he  held  out  his 
hands,  and  laughed. 

'  You  are  a  really  lovely  girl,'  he  said.  ^  I 
believe  there  is  not  a  more  beautiful  crirl  in 
the  whole  world.  Before  you  go,  let  us  make 
friends  and  foro-ive.  It  is  not  too  late  to 
change  your  mind.  I  will  forget  all  you 
have  said  and  all  the  mischief  you  have  done 
me.  My  man  is  very  discreet.  He  will  say 
nothing  about  your  visit  here,  unless  I  give 
him  permission  to  speak.  This  I  will  never 
allow  unless  I  am  compelled.  Come,  Armorel, 
once  more  let  me  be  your  lover — once  more. 
Give  me  your  hands.' 

He  bowed  suppliant.  He  looked  in  her 
face  with  baleful  eyes.  He  tried  to  take  her 
hands.  Armorel  sprang  from  him  and  darted 
to  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

The  thing  slie  had  observed  was  hanging 
up  among  the  weapons  and  armour  and 
tapestry  which  decorated  this  wall  of  the 
studio.     It  was  an  axe  from  foreign  parts,  I 
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think,  from  Indian  parts,  with  a  stout  wooden 
handle  and  a  boss  of  steel  at  the  upper  part. 
Armorel  seized  this  lethal  weapon.  It  was  so 
lieavy  that  no  ordinary  girl  could  have  lifted 
it.  But  her  arm,  strengthened  by  a  thousand 
days  upon  the  water,  tugging  at  the  oar, 
wielded  it  easily. 

'  Open  the  door  !  '  she  cried.  '  Open  the 
door  this  moment !  ' 

Her  wooer  made  no  reply.  He  shrank 
back  before  the  girl  who  handled  this  heavy 
axe  as  lightly  as  a  paper-knife.  But  he  did 
not  open  the  door. 

'  Open  it,  I  say  ! ' 

He  only  shrank  back  farther.  He  was 
cowed  before  the  wrath  in  her  face.  He 
did  not  know  what  she  would  do  next.  I 
think  he  even  forgot  that  the  key  was  in  his 
pocket.  The  door,  a  dainty  piece  of  furniture, 
was  not  one  of  the  common  machine-made 
things  which  the  competitive  German — or  is 
it  the  thrifty  Swede  ? — is  so  good  as  to  send 
over  to  us.     It  was  a  planned  and  fitted  door, 
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the  23anels  painted  witli  reeds  and  grasses,  the 
gift  of  some  admirer  of  genius.  Armor  el 
raised  the  axe — and  looked  at  him.  He  did 
not  move. 

Crash  !  It  went  through  the  paneL 
Crash  !  again  and  again  The  upper  part  of 
the  door  was  a  gaping  wreck  of  sphnters. 
Outside,  the  discreet  man  servant  waited  in 
silence  and  expectation.  Often  ladies  had 
held  interviews  alone  with  his  master.  But 
this  was  the  first  time  that  an  interview  had 
ended  with  such  a  crash. 

'  Will  you  open  the  door  ? '  she  asked 
again. 

The  man  replied  by  a  curse. 

The  lock — a  piece  of  imitation  media3valism 
in  iron — was  fitted  on  to  the  inner  part  of  the 
door,  a  very  pretty  ornament.  Armorel  raised 
her  axe  again,  and  brought  tlie  square  boss 
at  the  top  of  it  down  upon  the  dainty  fragile 
lock,  breaking  it  and  tearing  it  from  the 
wood.  There  was  no  more  difficulty  in  open- 
ing the  door.     She  did   so.     She  threw  the 
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hatchet  on  the  carpet  and  walked  away, 
the  discreet  man-servant  opening  the  door 
for  her  with  unchanged  countenance,  as  if 
the  deplorable  incident  had  not  happened 
at  all. 
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Not  more  than  f^ve  minutes  afterwards,  Mrs. 
Elstree  arrived  upon  this  scene  of  wreck. 
The  spHntered  panels,  the  broken  lock,  the 
axe  lying  on  the  floor,  proclaimed  aloud  that 
there  had  been  an  Incident  of  some  gravity — 
certainly  what  we  have  called  a  Deplorable 
Incident. 

Such  a  thing  as  a  Deplorable  Incident  in 
such  a  place  and  with  such  a  man  Avas, 
indeed,  remarkable.  Mrs.  Elstree  gazed 
upon  tlie  wreck  with  astonisliment  un- 
feigned :  she  turned  to  the  tenant  of  the 
studio,  Avho  stood  exactly  where  Armorel 
had  left  him.  As  the  sea  when  the  storm 
has  ceased  continues  to  heave  in  sidlen  aniicr, 

VOL.    III.  I 
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SO  that  majestic  spirit  still  heaved  with  wrath 
as  yet  imappeased. 

In  answer  to  the  mute  question  of  her 
eyes,  he  growled,  and  threw  himself  into  his 
study- chair.  When  she  picked  up  the  axe 
and  bore  it  back  to  its  place,  he  growled. 
When  she  pointed  to  the  door,  he  growled 
again. 

She  looked  at  his  angry  face,  and  she 
laughed  gently.  The  last  time  we  saw  her 
she  was  pale  and  hysterical.  She  was  now 
smiling,  apparently  in  perfect  health  of  body 
and  ease  of  mind.  Perhaps  slie  was  a  very 
good  actress — off  the  stage :  perhaps  she 
shook  off  things  easily.  Otherwise  one  does 
not  always  step  from  a  highly  nervous  and 
hysterical  condition  to  one  of  happiness  and 
cheerfulness. 

'  There  appears  to  have  been  a  little  un- 
pleasantness,' she  said  softly.  '  Something, 
ap])arentl5^  an  axe — something  liard  and 
sharp — has  been  brought  into  contact  with 
the    door.       It    has    been    awkward    for    the 
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door.  There  has  been,  I  suppose,  an  earth- 
quake.' 

He  said  nothing,  but  drummed  the  table 
with  his  fingers — a  sign  of  impatient  and 
enforced  hstening. 

'  Earthquakes  are  dangerous  things,  some- 
times. Meanwhile,  Alec,  if  I  were  you  I 
would  have  the  broken  bits  taken  away.' 
She  touched  the  bell  on  the  table.  '  Ford ' 
— this  was  tlie  name  of  the  discreet  man- 
servant— '  will  you  kindly  take  the  door, 
which  you  see  is  broken,  off  its  hinges  and 
send  it  away  to  be  mended.  We  will  manage 
with  the  curtain.' 

'  What  do   you    want,  Zoe  ?  ' — when  this 

operation    had    been    effected — '  Avhat  is    the 

important    news    you    have    to    bring    me  ? 

And  why  have  you    given    up    your    Ijerth  P 

I  suppose  you  think  I  am  able  to  find  you  a 

place  just    by    lifting    up    my   little    finger? 

And    I    liear     you    have    gone    without    a 

moment's    notice,  just    as    if    you    had    run 

away  ?  ' 

'  I   did    run    away,    Alec,'    she    replied. 

I  2 
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*  After  what  lias — been  done  ' — she  caught 
her  breath — '  I  was  obliged  to  run  away.  I 
could  no  longer  stay.' 

'•  What  has  been  done,  then  ?  Did 
Armor  el  tell  you  ?     No — she  couldn't.' 

'  She  has  told  me  nothing.  I  have  hardly 
seen  her  at  all  during  the  last  few  days.  Of 
course,  I  know  that  you  proposed  to  her — 
because  you  went  off  with  that  purpose ;  and 
that  she  refused  you — because  that  was  cer- 
tain. And,  now,  don't  begin  scolding  and 
questioning,  because  we  have  got  something 
much  more  important  to  discuss.  I  have 
given  up  my  charge  of  Armorel,  and  I  have 
come  here.  If  you  possibly  can,  Alec,  clear 
up  your  face  a  little,  forget  the  earthquake, 
and  behave  with  some  attempt  at  politeness. 
I  insist,'  she  added  sharply,  '  upon  being 
treated  with  some  pretence  at  j)oliteness.' 

'  Mind,  I  am  in  no  mood  to  listen  to  a 
pack  of  complaints  and  squabbles  and 
jealousies.' 

'  Whatever  mind  you  are  in,  my  dear 
Alec,    it   wants    the    sweetening.      You  shall 
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have  no  squabbles  or  jealousies.  I  will  not 
even  ask  who  brought  along  the  earthquake 
— though,  of  course,  it  was  an  Angel  in  the 
House.  They  are  generally  the  cause  of  all 
the  earthquakes.  Fortunately  for  you,  I  am 
not  jealous.  The  important  thing  about 
which  I  want  to  talk  to  you  is  money,  Alec 
— money.' 

Something  in  her  manner  seemed  to  hold 
out  promise.  A  drowning  man  catches  at  a 
straw.     Alec  lifted  his  u'loomv  face. 

'What's  the  use?"  he  said.  'You  have 
failed  to  get  money  in  tlie  way  I  suggested. 
I  haven't  got  any  left  at  all.  And  we  are 
now  at  the  verv  end.  All  is  over  and  done, 
Zoe.  The  game  is  ended.  We  must  throw 
up  the  sponge.' 

'Not  just  yet,  dear  Alec,'  she  said  softly. 

'  Look  here,  Zoe  ' — he  softened  a  little. 
'  I  have  thought  over  tilings.  I  sliall  have 
to  disappear  for  a  while,  I  believe,  till  tilings 
blow  over.  Now,  liere's  just  a  gleam  of  luck. 
Jagenal  the  lawyer  has  been  here  to-day.  He 
came  to  tell  me  that  he  has  discovered,  some- 
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how,  something  belonging  to  me.  He  says 
it  will  run  up  to  nearly  a  thousand  pounds. 
It  isn't  much,  but  it  is  something.  Now, 
Zoe,  I  mean  to  convert  that  thousand  into 
cash — notes — portable  property — and  I  shall 
keep  it  in  my  pocket.  Don't  think  I  am 
f^^oino-  to  let  the  creditors  have  much  of  that ! 
If  the  smasli  has  to  come  off,  I  will  then  give 
you  half,  and  keep  the  other  half  m3^self. 
Meantime,  the  possession  of  the  money  may 
stave  off  the  smash.  But  if  it  comes,  we  will 
go  away — different  ways,  you  know — and 
own  each  other  no  more.' 

'  Not  exactly,  my  dear  Alec.  You  may 
go  away,  if  you  please,  but  I  shall  go  with 
you.  For  the  future,  I  mean  to  go  the  same 
way  as  you — with  you — beside  you.' 

'  Oh  !  '  His  face  did  not  betray  immo- 
derate joy  at  this  prospect.  '  I  suppose  you 
have  got  something  else  to  say.  If  that  was 
all,  I  should  ask  liow  you  propose  to  pay  for 
your  railway  ticket  and  your  hotel  bill.' 

'  Of  course,  I  have  c^ot  somethinc^  else  to 
say.' 
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'It  must  be  something  substantial,  then. 
Look  here,  Zoe  :  this  is  really  no  time  for  fool- 
ing. Everything,  I  tell  you,  has  gone,  and  all  at 
once,     I  can't  explain.    Credit — everything  ! ' 

'  I  have  read,'  said  Zoe,  taking  the  most 
comfortable  chair  and  Ivin^j  well  back  in  it, 
'  that  the  wise  man  once  discovered  that 
everybody  must  be  either  a  hammer  or  an 
anvil.  I  think  it  was  Voltaire.  He  resolved 
on  becoming  the  hammer.  You,  Alec,  made 
the  same  useful  discovery.  You,  also,  became 
a  hammer.  So  far,  you  have  done  pretty 
well,  considering.  But  now  there  is  a  sudden 
check,  and  you  are  thrown  out  altogether.' 

'  Well  ? ' 

'  That  seems  to  show  that  your  plans  were 
incomplete.  Your  ideas  were  sound,  but  they 
were  not  fully  developed.' 

'  I  don't  know  you  this  mornin£>\  Zoe.  I 
have  never  heard  you  talk  like  this  before.' 

'  You  have  never  known  me.  Alec,'  she  re- 
plied, perhaps  a  little  sadly.  '  You  have  never 
tried  to  know  me.  Well — I  know  all.  Mr. 
Eoland  Lee,  the  painter,  was  one  anvil — you 
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played  upon  hiin  very  harmoniously.  Effie 
Wilmot  was  another.  Now,  Alec,  don't ' — she 
knew  the  premonitory  symptoms — '  don't  be- 
gin to  deny,  either  with  the  "  D  "  or  without, 
because,  I  assure  you,  I  know  everything. 
You  are  like  the  ostrich,  who  buries  his  head 
in  the  sand  and  thinks  himself  invisible. 
Don't  deny  things,  because  it  is  quite  useless. 
Before  we  go  a  step  farther  I  am  going  to 
make  you  understand  exactly.  I  know  the 
whole  story.  I  have  suspected  things  for  a 
long  time,  and  now  I  have  learned  the  truth. 
I  learned  it  bit  by  bit  through  the  fortunate 
accident  of  living  with  Armorel,  who  has  been 
the  real  discoverer.  First  I  saw  the  man's 
work,  and  I  saw  at  once  where  you  got  your 
pictures  from,  and  what  was  the  meaning  of 
certain  words  that  had  passed  from  Armorel. 
Why,  Armorel  was  the  model — your  model, 
and  you  didn't  know  it.  And  the  coast 
scenery  is  her  scenery — the  Scilly  Isles,  where 
you  have  never  been.  I  won't  tell  you  how  I 
pieced  things  together  till  I  had  made  a  con 
nected  story  and    had  no  longer  any  doubt. 
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But  remember  the  night  of  the  Eeading. 
Why  did  Armor  el  hold  that  Eeading  ?  Why 
did  she  show  the  unfinished  picture?  Why 
did  she  sing  that  song  ?  It  was  for  you, 
Alec.  It  was  to  tell  you  a  great  deal  more 
than  it  told  the  people.  It  was  to  let  you 
know  that  everything  was  discovered.  Do 
you  deny  it  now  ?  ' 

'  I    suppose    that    infernal    girl — she    is 
capable  of  everything ' 

'  Even  of  earthquakes  ?  No,  Alec,  she 
has  told  me  nothing.  They've  got  into  the 
habit  of  talking — she  and  Effie  and  the 
painter  man — as  if  I  was  asleep.  You  see  I 
lie  about  a  good  deal  by  the  fireside,  and  I 
don't  want  to  talk,  and  so  I  lie  with  my  eyes 
shut  and  listen.  Then  Armorel  leaves  every- 
thing about — manuscript  poems,  sketches, 
letters — everything,  and  I  read  them.  A 
companion,  of  course,  must  see  that  her  ward 
is  not  getting  into  mischief.  It  is  her  duty 
to  read  private  letters.  When  they  talk  in 
the  evening,  Efhe,  who  worships  Armorel, 
tells  lier  everything,  including  your  magnifi- 


122  ARMOREL   OF  LYONESSE 

cent  attempt  to  become  a  dramatic  poet,  my 
dear  boy — wrong — wrong — you  should  not 
get  more  than  one  ghost  from  one  family. 
You  should  not  put  all  your  ghosts  into  one 
basket.  When  the  painter  comes — Armorel 
is  in  love  with  him,  and  he  is  in  love  with 
her  ;  but  he  has  been  a  naughty  boy,  and  has 
to  show  true  repentance  before  .  .  .  Oh  ! 
It's  very  pretty  and  sentimental :  they  play 
the  fiddle  and  talk  about  Scilly  and  the  old 
times,  and  Effie  sighs  with  sympathy.  It  is 
really  very  pretty,  especially  as  it  all  helped 
me  to  understand  their  ghostlinesses  and  to 
unravel  the  whole  story.  Fortunately,  my 
dear  Alec,  you  have  had  to  do  with  a  girl 
who  is  not  of  the  ordinary  society  stamp, 
otherwise  your  story  would  have  been  given 
to  the  society  papers  long  ago,  and  then  even 
I  could  have  done  nothing  for  you.  Armorel 
is  a  girl  of  quite  extinct  virtues — forbearing, 
unrevengeful,  honourable,  unselfish.  You, 
my  dear  Alec,  could  never  appreciate  or 
understand  such  a  girl.' 

'  Tlie  girl  is — a  girl.     What  is   there  to 
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understand     in     one     girl     more     than     in 
another  ?  ' 

'  Nothing — nothing.  0  great  Poet  and 
ofreater  Painter ! — Nothinof.  0  man  of  fine 
insight,  and  dehcate  fancy,  and  subtle  in- 
tellect ! — Notliing.     Only  a  girl.' 

'  I  know  already  that  they  are  not  going 
to  say  anything  more  about  it.  They  are 
going  to  let  the  whole  business  be  forgotten. 
If  anything  comes  out  through  you ' 

'  Nothing  will  come  out.  I  told  you 
because  it  is  well  that  we  should  perfectly 
understand  each  other.  You  will  never  again 
be  able  to  parade  before  me  in  the  disguise 
of  genius.  This  is  a  great  pity,  because  you 
have  always  enjoyed  playing  the  part.  Never 
again,  Alec,  because  I  have  found  you  out. 
Should  you  ever  find  me  out,  I  shall  not  be 
able  to  walk  with  you  in  the  disguise  of  .  .  . 
but  you  must  find  out  first.' 

'  What  (Jo  you  mean  ?  ' 

'  Oh  !  you  must  find  out  first.  When  you 
do  find  out,  you  will  be  able  to  hold  out  your 
arms  and  cry,  "We  are  alike  at  last.     You 
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have  come  down  to  my  level :  we  are  now  in 
the  same  depths.  Come  to  my  arms,  sister  in 
pretence  !  Come,  my  bride  !  "  '  She  spread 
out  her  arms  with  an  exaggerated  gesture 
and  laughed,  but  not  mirthfully. 

'  What  on  earth  do  you  mean,  Zoe  ?  I 
never  saw  you  like  this  before.' 

'  No,  we  change  sometimes,  quite  suddenly. 
It  is  very  unaccountable.  And  now  I  shall 
never  be  anything  else  than  wliat  I  am  now — 
what  you  have  made  me.' 

'  What  have  you  done,  then  ?  ' 

'  Done  ?  Nothing.  To  do  something  is 
polite  for  committing  a  crime.  Could  I  have 
done  something,  do  you  think  ?  Could  I 
actually  commit  a  crime  P  0  Alec  ! — my 
dear  Alec ! — a  crime  ?  Well,  the  really 
important    thing   is    that   your   troubles   are 


over.' 


'  By   Jove !     They    are    only  just   begin- 


mng. 


'  It  is  only  money  tliat  troubles  you.  If 
it  was  conscience,  or  the  sense  of  honour,  I 
could  not  help  you.    As  it  is  only  money 
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how  much,  actually,  will  put  a  period  to  the 
trouble  ? ' 

'  If  I  were  to  use  Jagenal's  promised 
thousand,  I  could  really  manage  with  two 
thousand  more.' 

'  Oh  !  Then,  my  dear  Alec,  what  do  you 
think  of  this  ?  ' 

She  drew  out  of  her  pocket  a  new  clean 
white  bank-book,  and  handed  it  to  him. 

He  opened  it.  '  Heavens,  Zoe  !  What  is 
the  meaning  of  this  ?  ' 

'  You  can  read,  Alec :  it  means  what 
it  says.  Four  thousand  two  liundred  and 
twenty- five  pounds  standing  to  my  credit. 
Observe  the  name — Mrs.  Alexander  Feildimj — 
Mrs.  Alexander  Feilding — wife,  that  is,  of 
Alec  !  Mrs.  Elstree  has  vanished.  She  has 
gone  to  join  the  limbo  of  ghosts  who  never 
existed.     Her  adored  Jerome  is  there,  too.' 

'  What  does  it  mean  .^ ' 

'It  means,  again,  that  I  have  four  thou- 
sand two  hundred  and  twenty-five  pounds  of 
my  own,  who,  the  day  before  yesterday,  had 
nothing.     Where  I  got  that  money  from  is  my 
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own  business.  Perliaps  Armorei  relented  and 
has  advanced  this  money — perhaps  some  old 
friends  of  my  father's — he  had  friends,  though 
he  was  reputed  so  ricli  and  died  so  miserably — 
have  quietly  subscribed  this  amount — per- 
haps my  cousins,  whom  you  forced  me  to 
abandon,  have  found  me  out  and  endowed  me 
with  this  sum — a  late  but  still  acceptable  act 
of  generosity — perhaps  my  mother's  sister, 
who  swore  she  would  never  forgive  me  for 
o'oing  on  the  stage,  has  given  way  at  last !  In 
short,  ray  dear  Alec ' 

'  Four  thousand  pounds  !  Where  could 
you  raise  that  money  ?  ' 

'  Make  any  conjecture  you  please.  I 
shall  not  tell  you.  The  main  point  is  that 
the  money  is  here — safely  deposited  in  my 
name  and  to  my  credit.  It  is  mine,  you  see, 
mv  dear  Alec  ;  and  it  can  only  be  used  for 
your  purposes  with  my  consent — under  my 
conditions.' 

'  How  on  earth,'  he  repeated  slowly,  '  did 
you  get  four  thousand  pounds  ?  ' 

'  It  is  difficult  for  you  to  iind  an  answer 
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to  that  question,'  she  rephed,  '  isn't  it  ?  Espe- 
cially as  I  shall  not  answer  it.  About  my 
conditions  now.' 

'  What  conditions  ?  ' 

'  The  possession  of  this  capital — I  have 
thought  it  all  out — will  enable  us,  first  of  all, 
to  pay  off  your  creditors  in  full  if  you  must 
— or  at  least  to  satisfy  them.  Next,  it  will 
restore  your  credit.  Thirdly,  it  will  enable 
you  to  live  while  I  am  laying  the  foundations 
of  a  new  and  more  stable  business.' 

'  You  ?  ' 

'  I,  my  dear  boy.  I  mean  in  future  to  be 
the  active  working  and  contriving  partner  in 
the  firm.  I  have  the  plans  and  method  worked 
out  already  in  my  head.  You  struck  out,  I 
must  say,  a  line  of  audacity.  There  is  some- 
thing novel  about  it.  But  your  plan  wanted 
elasticity.  You  kept  a  ghost.  Well,  I  sup- 
pose other  people  have  done  this  before.  You 
kept  three  or  four  ghosts,  each  in  his  own  line. 
Nobody  thought  of  setting  up  as  the  Universal 
Genius  before — at  least,  not  to  my  knowledoe. 
But,  then,  you  placed  your  Avhole  dependence 
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upon  your  one  single  family  of  ghosts.  Once 
deprived  of  liim — whether  your  painter,  your 
poet,  your  story-teller — and  where  were  you  ? 
Lost  !  You  are  stranded.  This  has  happened 
to  you  now.  Your  paper  is  to  come  out  as 
usual,  and  you  have  got  nothing  to  put  into  it. 
Your  patrons  will  be  flocking  to  your  studio, 
and  you  have  got  nothing  to  show.  You  have 
made  a  grievous  blunder.  Now,  Alec,  I  am 
going  to  remedy  all  this.' 

'  You  ? ' 

'  You  shall  see  what  I  am  capable  of  doing. 
You  shall  no  longer  waste  your  time  and 
money  in  going  about  to  great  houses.  Your 
wife  shall  have  her  salon^  which  shall  be  a 
centre  of  action  far  more  useful  and  effective. 
You  shall  become,  through  her  help,  a  far 
greater  leader,  with  a  far  greater  name,  than 
you  have  ever  dreamed  of.  And  your  paper 
shall  be  a  bigger  thing.' 

'  You,  Zoe  ?     You  to  talk  hke  this  ?  ' 

'  You  thought  I  was  a  helpless  creature 
because  I  never  succeeded  on  the  stage,  and 
could    not  even  carry   out    your   poor  httle 
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schemes  upon  Armorel's  purse,  I  suppose,  and 
because  I Well,  you  shall  be  undeceived.' 

'  If  I  could  only  believe  this  !' 

'  You  will  find.  Alec,  that  my  stage  ex- 
periences will  not  go  for  nothing.  Why,  even 
if  I  was  a  poor  actress,  I  did  learn  the  whole 
business  of  stage  management.  I  am  going 
to  transfer  that  business  from  the  stage  to  the 
drawing-room,  Avhich  shall  be,  at  first,  this 
room.  We  shall  play  our  little  comedy 
together,  you  and  I.'  She  sprang  to  her  feet, 
and  befjan  to  act  as  if  she  was  on  the  stao:e— 
'  It  will  be  a  duologue.  Your  role  will  still 
be  that  of  the  Universal  Genius  ;  mine  will  be 
that  of  the  supposed  extinct  Lady — the  Lady 
of  the  Salon — I  shall  be  at  home  one  evenino- 
a  week — say  on  Sunday.  And  it  shall  be  an 
evening  remembered  and  expected.  We  shall 
both  take  Art  seriously  :  you  as  the  Master,  I 
as  the  sympathetic  and  intelligent  worshipper 
of  Art.  We  shall  attract  to  our  rooms  artists  of 
every  kind  and  those  who  hang  about  artistic 
circles :  our  furniture  shall  show  the  latest 
artistic   craze  :   foreigners  shall  come  here  as 

VOL.    III.  K 
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to  the  art  centre  of  London — we  will  cultivate 
the  foreign  element  :  young  people  shall  come 
for  advice,  for  encouragement,  for  introduc- 
tion :  reputations  shall  be  made  and  marred 
in  this  room  :  you  shall  be  the  Leader  and 
Chief  of  the  World  of  Art.  If  tliere  is  here 
and  there  one  who  knows  that  you  are  a  hum- 
bug, what  matters  ?  Alec  ' — she  struck  a  most 
effective  attitude — '  rise  to  the  prospect  ! 
Have  a  little  imag^ination  !  I  see  before  me 
the  most  splendid  future — oh  !  the  most 
splendid  future  ! ' 

'  All  very  well.  But  there's  tlie  present 
staring  us  in  the  face.  How  and.  where  are 
we  to  find  the — the  successors  to  Lady  Frances 
and  Efhe  and ' 

'  Where  to  find  ghosts  ?  Leave  that  to 
me.  I  know  where  there  are  plenty  only  too 
glad  to  be  employed.  Tliey  can  be  had  very 
cheap,  my  dear  Alec,  I  can  assure  you.  Oh  ! 
I  have  not  been  so  low  down  in  the  social 
levels  for  nothing.  You  paid  a  ridiculous 
price  for  your  ghosts — quite  ridiculous.  I 
will  find  you  ghosts  enougli,  never  fear.' 
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'  Where  are  they  ?  ' 

'  When  one  goes  about  the  country  with  a 
travelhng  company  one  hears  strange  things. 
I  have  heard  of  painters — good  painters — who 
once  promised  to  become  Eoyal  Academicians, 
•and  anything  you  please,  but  took  to  ways — 
downward  ways,  you  know — and  now  sit  in 
pubhc-houses  and  sell  their  work  for  fifteen 
shiUings  a  picture.  I  will  find  you  such  a 
genius,  and  will  make  him  take  pains  and 
produce  a  picture  worthy  of  his  better  days, 
and  you  shall  have  it  for  a  guinea  and  a  pint 
of  champagne.' 

Alec  Feilding  gasped.  The  vista  before 
liim  was  too  splendid. 

'  Or,  if  you  want  verses,  I  know  of  a  poet 
who  used  to  write  little  dainty  pieces — levers 
de  rideau,  libretti  for  little  operettas,  and  so 
forth.  He  carries  the  boards  about  the  streets 
when  he  is  very  hard  up.  I  can  catch  that 
creature  and  lock  him  up  without  drink  till 
he  has  written  a  poem  far  better — more  manly 
— than  anytliing  that  girl  of  yours  could  ever 
produce,  for  half  a  crown.     And  lie  will  never 

K  2 
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ask  what  becomes  of  it.  If  you  want  stories, 
I  know  a  man — quite  a  young  fellow — who 
gets  about  fifteen  shillings  a  week  in  his 
travelling  company.  This  fellow  is  wonderful 
at  stories.  For  ten  shillings  a  column  he  will 
reel  you  out  as  many  as  you  want — good 
stuff,  mind — and  the  j^apers  have  never  found 
him  out :  and  he  will  never  ask  what  has 
become  of  them,  because  he  is  never  sober  for 
more  than  an  hour  or  two  at  a  time  in  the 
middle  of  the  day,  and  lie  will  forget  his  own 
handiwork.  Alec,  I  declare  that  I  can  find 
you  as  many  ghosts  as  you  like,  and  better — 
more  popular — more  interesting  than  your 
old  lot.' 

'  If  I  could  only  believe '  he  repeated. 

'  You  say  that  because  you  have  never 
even  bei^un  to  believe  that  a  woman  can  do 
anything.  Well,  I  do  not  ask  you  to  believe. 
I  say  that  you  shall  see.  I  owe  to  you  the 
idea.  All  the  working  out  shall  be  my  own. 
All  the  assistance  you  can  give  me  will  be 
your  own  big  and  important  ])resence  and 
your  manner  of  authority.     Yes ;  some  men 
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get  rich  by  the  labours  of  others:  you,  Alec, 
shall  become  famous — perhaps  immortal — by 
the  genius — the  collected  genius,  of  others.' 

His  imagination  was  not  strong  enough  to 
understand  the  vision  that  she  spread  out 
before  liim.  In  a  wooden  wav.  he  saw  that 
she  intended  something  big.  He  only  half 
believed  it :  he  only  half  understood  it :  but 
he  did  understand  that  oiiosts  were  to  be  had. 

'  There's  next  week's  paper,  Zoe,'  he  said 
helplessly.  '  Nothing  for  it  yet !  We  mustn't 
have  a  breakdown — it  would  be  fatal !  ' 

'  Breakdown !  Of  course  not,  even  if  I 
write  it  all  myself.  You  don't  believe  that  I 
can  write  even,  I  suppose  ?  ' 

'  Well,  you  shall  do  as  you  like.'  He  got 
up  and  stood  over  the  fire  again,  sighing  his 
relief.  '  At  all  events,  we  have  got  this  money. 
Good  Heavens  !  What  a  chance  !  And  what 
a  day !  I  stood  here  this  morning,  Zoe, 
thinking  all  was  lost.  Then  old  Jagenal  comes 
in  and  tells  me  of  a  thousand  pounds — said  it 
would  run  to  nearly  a  thousand.  And  tlien 
vou    come    in    witli    a    bank-book    of    four 


134  ARM  OREL   OF  LYON  ESSE 

thousand  !  Oh  !  it's  Providential  !  It's 
enough  to  make  a  man  humble.  Zoe,  I 
confess  ' — he  took  her  hands  in  his,  stooped, 
and  kissed  her  tenderly — '  I  don't  deserve  such 
treatment  from  you.  I  do  not,  indeed.  Are 
you  sure  about  those  gliosts  ?  As  for  me,  of 
course  you  are  right.  I  can't  paint  a  stroke. 
I  can't  make  a  rhyme.  I  can't  write  stories. 
I  can  do  nothing — but  live  upon  those  who 
can  do  everything.  You  are  quite  sure  about 
those  ghosts  ? ' 

'  Oh,  yes  !  Quite  sure.  Of  course  I  knew 
all  along.  But  you  must  keep  it  up  more 
religiously  tlian  ever,  because  the  business  is 
going  to  be  so  much — so  very  much — bigger. 
Now  for  my  conditions.' 

'  Any  conditions — any  ! ' 

'  You  will  insert  this  advertisement  for  six 
days,  beginning  to-morrow,  in  the  Times! 

He  read  it  aloud.  He  read  it  without  the 
least  change  of  countenance,  so  wooden  was 
his  face,  so  hard  his  heart. 

'On  Wednesday,  April    21,  1887,  at    St. 
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Leonard's,  Worthing,  Alexander  Feilding,  of 
the  Grove  Studio,  Marlborough  Eoad,  to  Zoe, 
only  daughter  of  the  late  Peter  Evelyn, 
formerly  of  Kensington  Palace  Gardens.' 

'  I  believe,'  he  said,  folding  the  paper, 
'  that  was  the  date.  It  was  three  years  ago, 
wasn't  it  ?  I  say,  Zoe,  w^on't  it  be  awkward 
having  to  explain  things — long  interval,  you 
know  —  engagement  as  companion  —  wrong 
name  ?  ' 

'  I  have  thought  of  that.  But  it  would 
be  more  awkward  pretendmg  that  we  were 
married  to-day  and  being  found  out.  No. 
There  are  not  half-a-dozen  people  who  will 
ever  know  that  I  was  Armorel's  companion. 
Then,  a  circumstance,  which  there  is  no  need 
ever  to  explain,  forbade  the  announcement  of 
our  marriage — liint  at  a  near  relation's  will — 
I  was  compelled  to  assume  another  name. 
Gruel  necessity ! ' 

'  You  are  a  miglity  clever  woman,  Zoe.' 

'  I  am.  If  you  are  wise,  now,  you  will 
assume    a  joyful    air.      You    will   go    about 
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rejoicing  that  the  bar  to  this  public  announce- 
ment lias  been  at  leni^th  removed.  Family 
reasons — you  will  say — no  fault  of  yours  or 
of  mine.  It  is  your  business,  of  course,  liow 
you  will    look — but   I  recommend   this  line. 

ft/ 

Be  the  exultant  bridegroom,  not  the  downcast 
husband.  Will  you  walk  so  ?  ' — she  assumed 
a  buo3^ant  dancing  step  with  a  smiling  face — 
'  or  so  ? '  slie  hung  a  dejected  head  and 
crawled  sadly. 

'  By  gfad,  it's  wonderful ! '  he  cried,  lookinf]f 
at  lier  with  astonishment.  And,  indeed,  who 
would  recognise  the  quiet,  sleepy,  indolent 
woman  of  yesterday  in  the  quick,  restless,  and 
alert  woman  of  to-day? 

'  Henceforth  I  must  work.  Alec.  I  cannot 
sit  down  and  go  to  sleep  any  longer.  That 
time  has  i^one.  I  think  I  have  murdered 
sleep.' 

'  Work  away,  my  girl.  Nobody  wants  to 
prevent  you.  Are  there  any  other  conditions.^' 

'You  will  sell  your  riding-horses  and  buy 
a  Victoria.  Your  wife  must  have  something 
to   drive  al)out  in.      And  you   will    lead,  in 
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many  respects,  an  altered  life.  I  must  have, 
for  the  complete  working  out  of  my  plans,  an 
ideal  domestic  life.  Turtle-doves  we  must  be 
for  affection,  and  angels  incarnate  for  pro- 
priety. The  highest  Art  in  the  home  is  the 
highest  standard  of  manners  that  can  be  set 
up.' 

'  Very  good.  Any  more  conditions  ?  ' 
'  Only  one  more  condition.  Ty  suis.  J'y 
Teste.  You  will  call  your  servant  and  inform 
liim  that  I  am  your  wife,  and  the  mistress  of 
this  establishment.  I  think  there  will  be  no 
more  earthquakes  and  broken  panels.  Alec  ' 
— she  laid  her  hand  upon  his  arm — '  you 
should  liave  done  tliis  three  years  a^o.  I 
should  have  saved  you.  I  should  have  saved 
myself.  Xow,  whatever  happens,  we  are  on 
the  same  level — we  cannot  reproach  each 
other.  We  shall  walk  hand  in  hand.  It  was 
done  for  you,  Alec.  And  I  would  do  it  airain. 
Yes — yes — yes.  Again  ! '  She  repeated  the 
words  with  flashing  eyes.  'Fraud — sham — 
pretence — these  are  our  servants.  We  com- 
mand  them.     \\\  them  we  live,  and  by  them 
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we  climb.  What  matter — so  we  reach  the 
top — by  what  ladders  we  have  chmbed  ?  ' 
Slie  looked  around  with  a  gesture  of  defiance, 
fine  and  free.  '  The  world  is  all  alike/  she 
said.  '  There  is  no  truth  (jr  honour  any- 
where.    We  are  all  in  the  same  swim.' 

The  man  dropped  into  his  vacant  chair. 
'  We  are  saved  ! '  he  cried. 

'  Saved  ! '  she  echoed.  '  Saved  !  Did  you 
ever  see  a  Court  of  Justice,  Alec?  I  have. 
Once,  when  our  company  was  playing  at 
Winchester,  I  went  to  see  the  Assizes.  I  re- 
member then  wonderinc^  how  it  would  feel  to 
be  a  prisoner.  Henceforth  I  shall  understand 
his  sensations,  Tliere  they  stand,  two  pri- 
soners, side  by  side — a  man  and  a  woman — a 
pair  of  them.  Found  out  at  last,  and  arrested 
and  brought  up  for  trial.  There  sits  the 
Judge,  stern  and  cold :  tliere  are  the  twelve 
men  of  the  jury,  grave  and  cold  :  tliere  are 
the  policemen,  stony-hearted  :  there  are  the 
lawyers,  laughing  and  talking  :  there  are  the 
people  behind,  all  grave  and  cold.  No  pity 
in  any  single  face — not  a  gleam  of  pity — for 
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the  poor  prisoners.  Some  people  go  stealing 
and  cheating  because  they  are  driven  by 
poverty.  These  people  did  not  :  they  were 
driven  by  vanity  and  greed.  Look  at  them 
in  the  box  :  they  are  well  dressed.  See  !  they 
are  curiously  like  you  and  me,  Alec ' — she 
was  acting  now  better  than  she  ever  acted  on 
the  stage — '  The  man  is  hke  you,  and  the 
woman — oh  !  you  poor,  unlucky  wretch  ! — is 
like  me — curiously,  comically  like  me.  They 
will  be  found  guilty.  What  punishment  will 
they  get  ?  As  for  her,  it  was  for  her  hus- 
band's sake  that  she  did  it.  But,  I  suppose, 
that  will  not  help  her.  What  will  they  get. 
Alec  P ' 

He  sat  up  in  the  chair  and  heaved  a  great 
sigh  of  relief. 

'  What  are  you  talking  about,  my  dear  ? 
I  was  not  listening.  Well ;  we  are  saved.  It 
has  been  a  mighty  close  shave.  Another  day, 
and  I  must  have  thrown  up  the  sponge.  We 
have  a  world  of  work  before  us  ;  but  if  you 
are  only  half  or  quarter  as  clever  as  vou 
think   yourself,  we   shall  do   splendidly.'     He 
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laid  his  arm  round  her  waist,  and  drew  her 
gently  and  kissed  her  again.  '  So — now  you 
are  sensible — what  were  you  talking  about 
prisoners  for?  No  more  separations  now. 
Let  me  kiss  away  these  tears.  And  now,  Zoe 
— now — time  presses.  I  am  anxious  to  repair 
my  losses.  Where  are  we  to  find  these 
ghosts  .P     Sit  down.     To  work  !     To  work  !  ' 


141 


CHAPTER   XXIII 

THE    HOUR    OF    TRIU.MPK 

A  MAN  may  do  a  great  many  tilings  without 
receiving  from  the  world  the  least  sio-n  of 
regard  or  interest.  He  may  write  the  most 
lovely  verses — and  no  one  will  read  tliem. 
He  may  design  and  invent  tlie  most  beautiful 
play — which  no  one  Avill  act  :  he  may  ad- 
vocate a  measure  certain  to  brincf  about 
universal  happiness — but  no  one  will  so  much 
as  read  it.  Tliere  is  one  thing,  however,  by 
which  he  may  awaken  a  spirit  of  earnest 
curiositv  and  interest  concernino-  liimself :  he 
may  get  married.  Everybody  will  read  the 
announcement  of  liis  marriage  in  the  paper  : 
everybody  will  immediately  begin  to  talk 
about  him.  The  bridegroom's  present  posi- 
tion and  future  prospects,  his  actual  income 
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and  the  style  in  wliich  he  will  live  :  the  ques- 
tion whether  he  has  done  well  for  himself, 
or  whether  he  has  thrown  himself  away  :  the 
bride's  family,  her  age,  her  beauty,  her  dot^  if 
she  has  got  any  :  the  question  whether  she 
had  not  a  right  to  expect  a  better  marriage — 
all  these  points  are  raised  and  debated  when 
a  man  is  married.  Also,  which  is  even  more 
remarkable,  whatever  a  man  does  shall  be 
forgotten  by  the  Avorld,  but  the  story  of  his 
marriao^e  shall  never  be  foro^otten.  A  man 
may  live  down  calumny  ;  he  may  hold  up  his 
head  though  he  has  been  the  defendant  in  a 
disgraceful  cause;  he  may  survive  the  scandal 
of  follies  and  profligacies  ;  he  may  ride  tri- 
umphant over  misfortune :  but  he  can  never 
live  down  his  own  marriage.  All  those  who 
have  married  '  beneath  '  them — whether  be- 
neath them  in  social  rank,  in  manners,  in 
morals,  character,  in  spiritual  or  in  mental 
elevation,  will  bear  unwilling  and  grievous 
testimony  to  this  great  truth. 

When,  therefore,  the  Times  announced  the 
marrias^e  of  Mr.  Alexander  Feildiniz,  toi^ether 
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with  the  fact  that  tlie  announcement  was  no 
less  than  three  years  late,  great  amazement 
fell  upon  all  men  and  all  women — yea,  and 
dismay  upon  all  those  girls  who  knew  this 
Universal  Genius — and  upon  all  who  knew  or 
remembered  tlie  ladv,  dauijhter  of  the  hnan- 
cial  City  person  who  let  in  everybody  to 
so  frightful  a  tune,  and  then,  like  another 
treacherous  person,  went  away  and  hanged 
himself.  And  as  many  questions  were  asked 
at  the  breakfast-tables  of  London  as  there 
were  riddles  asked  at  the  famous  dinner-party 
at  the  town  of  Mansoul.  To  these  riddles 
there  were  answers,  but  to  those  none.  For 
instance,  why  had  Alee  Feilding  concealed  his 
marriage  .^  Where  had  he  hidden  his  wife  ? 
And  (among  a  very  few)  how  could  he  permit 
her  to  go  about  the  country  in  a  provincial 
troupe  ?  To  these  replies  there  have  never 
been  any  answers.  The  lady  herself,  who 
certainly  ought  to  know,  sometimes  among 
her  intimate  friends  alludes  to  the  cruelty  of 
relations,  and  the  power  which  one's  own 
people  have  of  making    mischief.     She    also 
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speaks  of  the  hard  necessity,  owmg  to  these 
cruelties,  of  conceahng  her  marriage.  This 
throws  the  glamour  and  magic  of  romance — 
the  romance  of  money — over  the  story.  But 
there  are  some  who  remain  unconvinced. 


The  bridegroom  wrote  one  letter,  and  only 
one,  of  explanation.  It  was  to  Mr.  Jagenal, 
the  family  solicitor. 

'  To  so  old  a  friend,'  he  wrote,  '  the  fullest 
explanations  are  due  concerning  things  which 
may  appear  strange.  Until  the  day  before 
yesterday  there  were  still  existing  certain 
family  reasons  wliich  rendered  it  absolutely 
necessary  for  us  to  conceal  our  marriage  and 
to  act  with  so  much  prudence  that  no  one 
should  so  much  as  suspect  the  fact.  This  will 
explain  to  you  why  we  lent  ourselves  to  the 
little  harmless — perfectly  harmless — pretence 
by  which  my  wife  appeared  in  tlie  character 
of  a  widow.  It  also  explains  wliy  she  was 
unwillimx — while  under  false  colours — to  ^o 
into  general  society.  The  unexpected  dis- 
appearance of  these  family  reasons  caused  her 
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to  abandon  her  charge  hurriedly.  I  had  not 
learned  tlie  fact  wlien  you  called  yesterday. 
Now,  I  hope  that  we  may  receive,  though 
late,  the  congratidations  of  our  friends. — 
A.  F.' 

'  This,'  said  Mr.  Jagenal,  '  is  an  explana- 
tion whicli  explains  nothing.  Well,  it  is  all 
very  irregular  ;  and  there  is  something  be- 
hind ;  and  it  is  no  concern  of  mine.  Most 
thing's  in  the  world  are  irrej^'ular.  The  little 
windfall  of  which  I  told  him  vesterda^'  will  be 
doubly  welcome  now  that  he  has  a  wife  to 
spend  his  money  for  him.  And  now  we 
understand  why  he  was  always  dangling  after 
Armorel — because  his  wife  was  with  her — and 
why  he  did  not  fall  in  love  with  tliat  most 
beautiful  creature.' 

He  folded  up  the  note  ;  put  it,  witli  a  few 
words  of  his  own,  into  an  envelope,  and  sent 
it  to  Philippa.  Tlien  he  went  on  with  the 
cases  in  liis  liands.  Amonj]^  tliese  were  tlie 
materials  for  many  other  studies  into  tlie 
workings  of  the  feminine  lieart  and  the  mas- 
culine  brain.     The  solicitor's  tin  boxes  :    the 
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doctor's  notebook  :  the  priest's  memory  : 
should  furnish  full  materials  for  that  exhaus- 
tive psychological  research  wliich  science  will 
some  day  insist  upon  conducting. 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  was  the 
Private  View  of  the  Grosvenor  Gallery.  There 
was  the  usual  Private  Yiew^  crowd — so  private 
now  that  everybody  goes  there.  It  would 
have  been  incomplete  without  the  presence  of 
Mr.  Alec  Feilding. 

Now,  at  the  very  thickest  and  most 
crowded  time,  when  the  rooms  were  at  their 
fullest,  and  when  the  talk  was  at  its  noisiest, 
he  appeared,  bearing  on  his  arm  a  young, 
beautiful,  and  beautifully  dressed  woman.  He 
calmly  entered  the  room  where  half  tlie  people 
w^ere  talking  of  himself  and  of  his  marriage, 
concealed  for  three  years,  with  as  much  cool- 
ness as  if  he  had  been  about  in  public  with 
his  wife  all  that  time  :  he  spoke  to  his  friends 
as  if  nothing  liad  liappened  :  and  he  intro- 
duced them  to  his  wife  as  if  it  was  by  the 
merest  accident  tliat  they  had  not  already 
met.     Nothing  could  exceed  the  unconscious 
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ness  of  his  manner,  unless  it  was  the  simple 
and  natural  ease  of  his  wife.  No  one  could 
possibly  guess  that  there  was,  or  could  be, 
the  least  awkwardness  in  the  situation. 

The  thinor  itself,  and  the  manner  of  carry- 
ing  it  through,  constituted  a  coup  of  the 
most  brilliant  kind.  This  public  appearance 
deprived  the  situation,  in  fact,  of  all  its 
awkwardness.  No  one  could  ask  them  at 
the  Grosvenor  Gallery  what  ii  meant.  There 
were  one  or  two  to  Avhom  the  bridec^room 
wliispered  that  it  was  a  long  and  romantic 
story :  that  there  had  been  a  bar  to  the  com- 
pletion of  his  happiness,  by  a  public  avowal : 
that  this  bar — a  purely  private  and  i'amily 
matter — had  only  yesterday  been  removed  : 
nothing  was  really  explained :  but  it  was 
generally  felt  that  the  mystery  added  another 
to  the  eccentricities  of  genius.  There  was  a 
something,  they  seemed  to  remember  dindy, 
about  the  marriages  and  love- passages  of 
Shelley,  Coleridge,  and  Lord  Byron. 

Mrs.  Feilding,  clearly,  was  a  woman  born 
to  be  an  artist's  wife  :  herself,  artistic  in  her 
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dress,  her  manner,  and  her  appearance : 
sympathetic  in  her  caressing  voice  :  gracious 
in  lier  manners  :  and  openly  proud  of  a 
husband  so  richly  endowed. 

Alec  presented  a  great  many  men  to  her. 
She  had,  it  seemed,  already  made  acquaint- 
ance with  their  works,  which  she  knew  by 
name  :  she  betrayed  involuntarily,  by  her 
gracious  smile,  and  the  interested,  curious 
gaze  of  her  large  and  limpid  eyes,  the 
genuine  admiration  which  she  felt  for  these 
works,  and  the  very  great  pleasure  with 
which  she  made  the  acquaintance  of  this 
very  distinguished  author.  If  any  of  them 
were  on  the  walls,  she  bestowed  upon  them 
the  flattery  of  measured  and  appreciative 
praise :  she  knew  something  of  the  tech- 
nique. 

'Alec  is  not  exhibiting  this  year,'  she 
said.  '  I  think  he  is  right.  He  had  but 
one  picture  :  and  that  was  in  his  old  style. 
People  will  think  he  can  do  nothing  but  sea- 
coast,  rock,  and  spray.  So  he  is  going  to 
send    liis    one    picture    away — if    you    want 
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to  see  it  you  must  make  haste  to  the 
studio — and  he  is  going — this  is  a  pro- 
found secret — to  break  out  in  a  new  Hue — 
quite  a  new  hue.  But  you  must  not  know 
anything  about  it.' 

A  paragraph  in  a  cohimn  of  personal 
news  pubhslied  the  fact,  the  very  next  day, 
wliich  shows  how  difficult  it  is  to  keep  a 
secret. 

Before  Mrs.  Feilding  left  the  gallery  she 
had  made  twenty  friends  for  life,  and  had 
laid  a  solid  foundation  for  her  Sunday 
evenings. 

In  the  evening'  there  w^as  a  First  Ni^ht. 
No  First  Nights  are  possible  without  the 
appearance  of  certain  people,  of  whom  Mr. 
Alec  Feilding  was  one.  He  attended,  bring- 
ing with  lum  liis  wife.  Some  of  the  men 
who  had  been  at  the  private  view  were  also 
present  at  the  performance,  but  not  many, 
because  the  followers  of  one  art  do  not — 
as  they  should — rally  round  any  other.  But 
all  the  dramatic  critics  were  tliere,  and 
all    the    regular    first-nighters,  including    tlie 
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wreckers — who  go  to  pit  and  gallery — and 
tlie  friends  of  the  autlior  and  those  of  the 
actors.  Between  the  acts  there  was  a  good 
deal  of  circulation  and  talking.  Alec  pre- 
sented a  good  many  more  gentlemen  to  his 
wife.  Before  they  went  home  Mrs.  Feilding 
had  made  a  dozen  more  friends  for  life, 
and  placed  her  Sunday  evenings  on  a  firm 
and  solid  basis.  Her  social  success — at  least 
among  the  men — was  assured  from  this  first 
day. 
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CHAPTER   XXIV 

THE    CUP   AND    THE    LIP 

Two  days  after  the  Private  View  Alec  Feilding 
repaired,  by  special  invitation,  to  Mr.  Jage- 
nal's  office. 

'  I  have  sent  for  you,  Alec,'  said  the 
solicitor,  ami  de  famille,  '  in  continuance  of 
our  conversation  of  the  other  day — about  that 
little  windfall,  you  know.' 

'  I  am  not  likely  to  forget  it.  Little 
windfalls  of  a  thousand  pounds  do  not  come 
too  often.' 

'  They  do  not.  Meantime  another  very 
important  event  has  happened.  I  saw  the 
announcement  in  the  paper,  and  I  received 
your  note ' 

'  You  are  tlie  only  person — believe  me — 
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to  whom  I  have  thought  it  right  to  explain 
the  circumstances ' 

'  Yes  ?  The  explanation,  at  all  events,  is 
one  that  may  be  given  in  the  same  words — - 
to  all  the  world.  I  have  no  knowledge  of 
Mrs.  Feilding's  friends,  or  of  any  obstacles 
that  have  been  raised  to  her  marriage  !  But 
I  am  rather  sorry,  Alec,  that  you  sent  her  to 
me  under  a  false  name,  because  these  things, 
if  they  get  about,  are  apt  to  make  mischief.' 

'  I  assure  you  that  this  plan  was  only 
adopted  in  order  the  more  effectually  to 
divert  suspicion.  It  was  with  the  greatest 
reluctance  that  we  consented  to  enter  upon  a 
path  of  deception.  I  knew,  however,  in 
whose  hands  I  was.  At  any  moment  I  was 
in  readiness  to  confess  the  truth  to  you.  In 
the  case  of  a  stranger  the  thing  would  have 
been  impossible.  You,  however,  I  knew, 
would  appreciate  the  motive  of  our  action, 
and  sympathise  witli  the  necessity.' 

Mr.  Jagenal  laughed  gently — beliind  the 
specious  words  he  discerned — sometliing — the 
shapeless  spectre  which  suspicion  calls  up  or 
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creates.  But  he  only  laughed.  '  Well,  ^Vlec,' 
he  said,  '  marriage  is  a  perfectly  personal 
matter.  You  are  a  married  man.  You  had 
reasons  of  your  own  for  concealing  the  fact. 
You  are  now  enabled  to  proclaim  the  fact. 
That  is  all  anybody  need  know.  We  con- 
done the  little  pretence  of  the  widowhood. 
Armorel  Rosevean  has  lost  her  companion  ; 
whether  she  has  also  lost  her  friend  I  do  not 
know.  The  rest  concerns  yourself  alone. 
Very  good.  You  are  a  married  man.  All 
the  more  reason  that  this  little  Avindfall  should 
be  acceptable.' 

'  It  will  be  extremely  acceptable,  I  assure 
you.' 

'  Whether  it  is  money  or  money's  worth  ? ' 
'  To  save  trouble  I  should  prefer  money.' 
'  You   must  take  it  as  it  comes,  mv  dear 
boy.' 

'  Well,  wliat  is  it  ? ' 

'  It  is,'  replied  Mr.  Jagenal  solemnly,  '  no- 
thing short  of  the  sea  giving  up  its  treasures, 
the  dead  giving  up  her  secrets,  and  the  resto- 
ration of  what  was  never  known  to  be  lost.' 
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'  You  a  maker  of  conundrums  ? ' 
'  You  shall  hear.  Before  we  come  to  the 
thim?  itself — the  treasure,  the  windfall,  the 
tiling  picked  up  on  the  beach — let  me  again 
recall  to  you  two  or  three  points  in  your 
own  family  history.  Your  mother's  maiden 
name  was  Isabel  Needham.  She  was  the 
daughter  of  Henry  Needliam  and  Frances 
his  wife.  Frances  was  the  daughter  of  Eobert 
Fletcher.' 

'  Very  good.     I  believe  that  is  the  case.' 
'  Your   money    came    to   you    from    this 
Eobert  Fletcher,  your  maternal  great-grand- 
father.     You    sliould,    therefore,    remember 
him.' 

'  I  recognise,'  said  Alec,  sententiously, 
'  the  respect  that  should  be  paid  to  the 
memory  of  every  man  who  makes  money  for 
his  children.' 

*  Very  good.  Now,  this  Eobert  Fletcher, 
as  a  Younc^  man,  went  out  to  India  in  search 
of  fortune.  He  was  apparentl}^  an  adven- 
turous young  man,  not  disposed  to  sit  down 
at  the  desk  after  the  usual  fashion  of  young 
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men  who  2fo  out  to  India.  We  find  liim  in 
Burmah,  for  instance — then  a  country  little 
known  by  Englislinien.  While  there  he 
manai^ed  to  attract  the  notice  and  the  favour 
of  the  King,  who  employed  him  in  some 
capacity — traded  witli  liim,  perhaps ;  and,  at 
all  events,  advanced  his  interests — so  that, 
while  still  a  young  man,  he  found  liimself  in 
the  possession  of  a  fortune  ample  enougli  for 
his  wants ' 

'  Which  he  left  to  his  daus^hters.' 

'  Don't  be  in  a  hurry.  That  was  quite 
another  fortune.' 

'  Oh  !  Another  fortune  ^  What  became 
of  the  first  ?  ' 

'  Havino'  enou^yh,  he  resolved  to  return  to 
his  native  country.  But  in  Burmah  tliere 
were  then  no  banks,  merchants,  drafts,  or 
cheques.  He  therefore  converted  his  fortune 
into  portable  property,  which  lie  carried  about 
his  person,  no  one,  I  take  it,  knowing  any- 
thing at  all  about  it.  Tlius,  carrying  his 
treasure  witli  him,  he  sailed  for  England. 
Have  you  lieard  anytliing  of  tliis  ?  ' 
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'  Nothing  at  all.  The  beginning  of  the 
story,  however,  is  interesting.' 

'  You  will  enjoy  the  end  still  better.  The 
ship  in  which  he  sailed  met  with  disaster. 
She  was  wrecked  on  the  Isles  of  Scilly.  It  is 
said — but  tliis  I  do  not  know — that  the  only 
man  saved  from  the  wreck  was  your  great- 
grandfather :  he  was  saved  by  one  Emanuel 
Eosevean,  great-great-grandfatlier  to  Armorel, 
the  girl  whose  charge  your  own  wife  under- 
took.' 

'  Always  that  cursed  girl  ! '  murmured 
Alec. 

'  Eobert  Fletcher  was  clinging  to  a  spar 
when  he  was  picked  up  and  dragged  asliore. 
He  recovered  consciousness  after  a  long  illness, 
and  then  found  that  the  leather  case  in  which 
all  his  fortune  lay  had  shpped  from  liis  neck 
and  was  lost.  Therefore,  he  had  to  begin  the 
world  ai^ain.     He  went  awav,  therefore.     He 

went  away '     Mr.  Jagenal  paused  at  this 

point,  rattled  his  keys,  and  looked  about  liim. 
He  was  not  a  story-teller  by  profession,  but  he 
knew  instinctively  that  every  story,  in  order 
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to  be  dramatic — and  he  wished  this  to  be 
a  very  dramatic  history — should  be  cut  up 
into  paragraphs,  illustrated  by  dialogue,  and 
divided  into  sections.  Dialogue  beinir  im- 
possible,  he  stopped  and  rattled  liis  keys.  Tliis 
meant  the  end  of  one  cliapter  and  the  begin- 
ning of  another. 

'Do  pray  get  along,'  cried  his  client,  now 
growing  interested  and  impatient. 

'He  went  away,'  the  narrator  repeated, 
'  his  treasure  lost,  to  begin  tlie  world  again. 
He  came  here,  became  a  stockbroker,  made 
money — and  tlie  rest  you  know.  He  appears 
never  to  have  told  his  daughters  of  his  loss. 
I  have  been  in  communication  with  tlie  soli- 
citors of  the  late  Eleanor  Fletcher,  vour 
great-aunt,  and  I  cannot  learn  from  them 
that  she  ever  spoke  of  this  calamity.  Yet 
had  she  known  of  it  she  must  have  remem- 
bered it.  To  bring  all  your  fortune — a 
considerable  fortune  —  home  in  a  l)ag  tied 
round  your  neck,  and  to  lose  it  in  a  ship- 
wreck is  a  disaster  which  would,  one  thinks, 
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be  remembered  to  the  third  and  fourth  gene- 
rations.' 

'  I  should  think  so.  But  you  said  some- 
thing about  the  sea  giving  up  its  treasure.' 

'  That  we  come  to  next.  Five  years  ago, 
by  the  death  of  a  very  aged  lady,  her  great- 
great-grandmotlier,  Armorel  Eosevean  suc- 
ceeded to  an  inheritance  which  turned  out 
to  be  nothing  less  than  the  accumulated 
savings  of  many  generations.  Among  other 
possessions  she  found  in  this  old  lady's  room 
a  sea-chest  containing  things  apparently  re- 
covered from  wrecks,  or  drowned  men,  or 
washed  ashore  by  the  sea — a  very  curious 
and  interesting  collection :  there  were  snufi- 
boxes,  watches,  chains,  rings,  all  kinds  of 
things.  Among  these  treasures  she  turned 
out.  at  the  bottom  of  the  chest,  a  case  of 
sliagreen  with  a  leather  thong.  On  opening 
this  Armorel  found  it  to  contain  a  quantity 
of  precious  stones,  and  a  scrap  of  paper 
which  seemed  to  show  that  they  had  for- 
merly been  the  property  of  one  Eobert 
Fletcher.      We  may  suj)pose,    if   we    please. 
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that  the  case  containing  the  jewels  was  cast 
up  on  the  beach  after  the  storm,  and  tossed 
into  the  chest  without  much  knowledge  of 
its  contents  or  their  value.  We  may  sup- 
pose that  Emanuel  Eosevean  found  the  case. 
We  may  suppose  what  we  please,  because 
we  can  prove  nothing.  For  my  own  part, 
I  think  there  is  no  reasonable  doubt  that 
the  case  actually  contained  the  fortune  of 
Eobert  Fletcher.  The  dates  of  the  story 
seem  to  correspond :  the  handwriting  ap- 
pears to  be  his  :  we  have  letters  of  his 
speaking  of  his  intention  to  return,  and 
of  his  property  being  in  convenient  portable 
shape.' 

'  Well — then — this  portable  fortune  be- 
longs to  Eobert  Fletcher's  heirs.' 

'  Not  so  quick.  How  are  you  going  to 
prove  your  claim  P  You  have  nothing  to  go 
by  but  a  fragment  of  writing  with  part  of 
his  name  on  it.  You  cannot  prove  tliat  he 
was  shipwrecked,  and  if  you  could  do  that 
you  could  not  prove  that  these  jewels  be- 
longed to  liim.' 
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'  If  there  is  no  doubt,  she  ought  to  give 
them  lip.     She  is  bound  in  honour.' 

'  I  said  that  in  my  mind  there  is  no 
reasonable  doubt.  That  is  because  I  Jiave 
heard  a  great  deal  more  than  could  be  ad- 
mitted in  evidence.  But  now — listen  again 
witliout  interrupting.  When,  five  years  ago, 
the  young  hidy  placed  the  management  of 
her  affairs  in  my  liands  through  the  Vicar  of 
her  parish,  I  had  every  part  of  her  very  mis- 
cellaneous fortune  valued  and  a  part  of 
it  sold.  I  had  these  rubies  examined  by  a 
mercliant  in  jewels.' 

'  And  liow  much  were  they  worth  ?  ' 

*  One  with  another — some  being  large  and 
very  valuable  indeed,  and  others  small — 
they  were  said,  by  my  expert,  to  be  worth 
thirty-five  thousand  pounds.  They  might, 
under  favourable  circumstances  and  if  judi- 
ciously placed  in  the  market  realise  much 
more.     Thirty-five  thousand  pounds  ! ' 

'  What.^  '  He  literally  opened  his  mouth. 
'  How  much  do  you  say  ? ' 

'  Tliirtv-live  thousand  pounds.' 
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'  Oil !  But  the  stones  are  not  hers — they 
belong — they  belong — to  us — to  the  descen- 
dants of  Eobert  Fletcher.'  No  one  would 
have  called  that  face  wooden,  now.  It  was 
full  of  excitement — the  excitement  of  a  newly 
awakened  hope.  '  Does  she  propose  to  buy 
me  off  with  a  thousand  pounds  ?  Does  she 
think  I  am  to  be  bought  off  at  any  price  ? 
The  jcAvels  are  mine — mine — that  is,  I  have 
a  share  in  them.' 

'  Gently — gently — gently  !  What  proof 
have  you  got  of  this  story  ?  Nothing.  You 
never  heard  of  it :  vour  ofreat-o-randfather 
never  spoke  of  it.  Nothing  would  have  been 
heard  of  it  at  all  but  for  this  old  lady  from 
whom  Armorel  inherited.  The  property  is 
hers  as  much  as  anything  else.  If  she  gives 
up  anything  it  is  by  her  own  free  and  un- 
compelled  will.  She  need  give  nothing. 
Eemember  that.' 

'  Then  she  offers  me  a  miserable  thousand 
pounds  for  my  share — which  ought  to  be  at 
least  a  third.  Jagenal ' — he  turned  pur])le 
and  the  veins  stood  out  on  his  foreliead — 

VOL.  IJT.  M 
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*  That  infernal  girl  hates  me  !  Slie  has  done 
me — I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  mischief. 
She  persecutes  me.  Now  she  offers  to  buy 
me  out  of  my  share  of  thirty-five  thousand 
pounds — a  third  share — nay — a  half,  because 
my  great-aunt  left  no  children — for  a  thousand 
pounds  doAvn  ! ' 

'  I  did  not  say  so.' 

'  You  told  me  that  the  Avindfall  would 
amount  to  a  thousand  pounds.' 

'  That  was  in  joke,  my  boy.  You  are 
perfectly  wrong  about  Armorel  hating  you. 
How  can  she  hate  you  ?  You  are  so  far 
wronix  in  this  instance  that  she  has  instructed 
me  to  ffive  you  the  wliole  of  tliis  fortune — 
actually  to  make  you  a  free  gift  of  the 
whole  property — the  whole,  mind — thirty- 
five  thousand  pounds  !  ' 

*  To  me  !  Armorel  gives  me — me — the 
whole  of  this  fortune  ?  '  Blank  astonisliment 
fell  upon  him.  He  stood  staring — open- 
mouthed.     'To   MEP'   he  repeated. 

'  To  you.  Slie  does  not,  to  be  sure,  know 
to  whom  she  gives  it.     She  is  only  desirous 
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of  restoring  the  jewels  wliicli  slie  insists  in 
believinii"  to  belonof  to  Eol)ert  Fletcher's 
family.  Therefore,  as  it  would  be  obviously 
impossible  to  find  out  and  to  divide  this 
fortune  anions^  all  the  descendants  of  Eobert 
Fletcher,  who  are  scattered  about  the  globe, 
she  was  resolved  to  orive  them  to  the  eldest 
descendant  of  the  second  dauo-hter.' 

'  Oh ! '  Alec  turned  pale,  and  dropped 
into  a  chair,  broken  up.  '  To  tlie  eldest  de- 
.scendant  of  tlie  second — the  second  daughter. 
Then ' 


'  Tlien  to  you,  as  the  only  grandson  of  the 
second  daughter — Frances.' 

'  Tlie     second     daughter     was '     He 

checked  himself.  He  sighed.  He  sat  up. 
His  eyes,  always  small  and  too  close  together, 
^rew  smaller  and  closer  too-ether.  '  The 
other  branch  of  the  famil}^,'  he  said  slowlv, 
*  has  vanished — as  you  say — it  is  scattered 
over  the  face  of  the  globe.  I  do  not  know 
anythino-  about  my  cousins — if  I  liave  am' 
cousins.  Perhaps  when  you  liave  carried  on 
the  search  a  little  furtlier — ■ — ' 

M   -2 
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'  But  I  am  not  going  to  carry  it  on  any 
further  at  all.  Why  should  I?  We  have 
nothing  more  to  learn.  I  am  instructed  by 
Armorel  to  give  the  rubies  to  you.  It  is  a 
gift — not  a  right.  It  is  not  an  inheritance, 
remember — it  is  a  free  gift.  She  says,  "  These 
rubies  used  to  belong  to  Eobert  Fletcher. 
I  will  restore  them  to  someone  of  his  kin." 
You  are  that  someone.  Why  should  I  inquire 
further  ? ' 

•  Oh  ! '  Alec  sank  back  in  his  chair  and 
closed  his  eyes  as  one  who  recovers  from 
a  sharp  pang,  and  sighed  deeply.     '  If  you 

are  satisfied,  then But  if  other  cousins 

should  turn  up ' 

'They  will  have  nothing,  because  nobody 
is  entitled  to  anything.  Come  Alec,  my  boy, 
you  look  a  little  overcome.  It  is  natural. 
Pull  yourself  together,  and  look  at  the  facts. 
You  will  have  tliirty-five  thousand  ]X)unds — 
perhaps  a  little  more.  At  four  per  cent. — I 
think  I  can  put  you  in  the  way  of  gettmg  so 
much  with  safety — 3''0u  will  have  fourteen 
hundred  a  year.     You  will  have  that,  apart 
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from  your  literary  and  artistic  income.  It  is 
not  a  gigantic  fortune,  it  is  true ;  but  let  me 
tell  you  that  it  is  a  very  handsome  addition 
indeed  to  any  man's  income.  You  will 
not  be  able  to  live  in  Kensington  Palace 
Gardens,  Avhere  your  wife  lived  as  a  girl ;  but 
you  can  take  a  good  house  and  see  your 
friends,  and  have  anything  in  reason.  Well, 
that  is  all  I  have  to  say,  except  to  con- 
gratulate you,  which  I  do,  my  Alec' — he 
seized  the  fortunate  young  man's  hand  and 
shook  it  Avarmly — '"  most  heartily.  I  do, 
indeed.  You  deserve  your  good  luck — every 
bit  of  the  good  luck  that  has  befallen  you. 
Everybody  who  knows  you  will  rejoice.  And 
it  comes  just  at  tlie  right  moment — just  when 
you  have  acknowledged  your  marriage  and 
taken  your  wife  home.' 

'Really,'  said  Alec,  now  completely  re- 
covered, '  I  am  overwhelmed  with  this  stroke 
of  luck.  It  is  tlie  most  unexpected  thing  in 
the  world.  I  could  never  have  dreamed 
of  such  a  thing.  To  find  out,  on  the  same 
da}^  til  at  one's  great-grandfather  once  made 
a  fortune  and  lost   it,  and  that  it  has   been 
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recovered,  and  that  it  is  all  given  to  me — 
it  naturally  takes  one's  breath  away  at  first.' 

'  You  would  like  to  gaze  upon  this  fortune 
from  the  Euby  Mines  of  Burmah,  would  you 
not  ? '  Mr.  Jagenal  threw  open  the  door 
of  a  safe,  and  took  out  a  parcel  in  brown 
paper.  '  It  is  here.'  He  opened  the  parcel, 
and  disclosed  the  shagreen  case  wdiich  we 
have  already  seen  in  the  sea-chest.  He  laid 
it  on  tlie  table,  and  unrolled  the  silk  in  which 
the  stones  were  rolled.     '  There   thev  are — 

t. 

look  common  enoufj^h,  don't  thev?  One 
seems  to  have  picked  up  stones  twice  as 
pretty  on  the  sea-shore  :  here  are  two  or  three 
cut  and  polished — bits  of  red  glass  would 
look  as  pretty.' 

'  Thirty-five  thousand  pounds  ! '  Alec  cried, 
laying  a  hand,  as  if  in  episcopal  benediction, 
upon  the  treasure.  '  Is  it  possible  that  this  little 
bundle  of  stones  should  be  worth  so  much  ?  ' 

'  Quite  possible.  Now — they  are  yours — 
what  will  you  do  with  them  ? ' 

'  First,  I  will  ask  you  to  put  them  back 
in  the  safe.' 
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'I  will  send  them  to  your  bank  if  you 
please.' 

'Xo — keep  them  here — I  will  consult  you 
immediately  about  their  disposition.  Thirty- 
five    thousand    pounds  !     Thirty-five per- 

liaps  we  may  get  more  for  them.  AVhat  am 
I  to  say  to  this  girl  P  Perhaps  when  she 
learns  who  has  got  the  rubies  she  will  refuse 
to  let  them  go.  I  am  sure  she  would  never 
consent.' 

'  Nonsense — about  persecution  and  annoy- 
ance !  Armorel  hate  you  P  Why  should  she 
hate  you?  The  sweetest  girl  in  the  world. 
You  men  of  genius  are  too  ready  to  take 
offence  The  tilings  are  yours.  I  have  given 
them  to  you  by  her  instructions.  I  have 
written  you  a  lettei",  formally  conveying  the 
jewels  to  you.  Here  it  is.  And  now  go 
home,  my  dear  fellow,  and  when  you  feel  like 
taking  a  holiday,  do  it  with  a  tranquil  mind, 
rememberinij  that  you've  c'ot  fourteen  hun- 
dred  pounds  a  year  given  you  for  nothing 
at  all  by  this  young  lady,  who  wasn't  obliged 
to  give  you  a  penny.     Why,  in  surrendering 


i68  ARMOREL   OF  LYONESSE 

these  jewels,  she  has  surrendered  a  good  half 
of  her  whole  fortune.  Fmd  me  another  girl, 
anywhere,  who  would  give  up  half  her  fortune 
for  a  scruple.  And  now  go  away,  and  tell 
your  wife.  Let  her  rejoice.  Tell  her  it  is 
Armorel's  wedding  present.' 

Alec  Feildino;  walked  home.  He  was 
worth  thirty-five  thousand  pounds — fourteen 
hundred  pounds  a  year.  When  one  comes  to 
think  of  it,  though  we  call  ourselves  such 
a  very  wealthy  country,  there  are  compara- 
tively few,  indeed,  among  us  who  can  boast 
that  they  enjoy  an  income  of  fourteen 
hundred  pounds  a  year,  with  no  duties, 
responsibilitieSj  or  cares  about  their  income 
— and  with  nothing  to  do  for  it.  Fourteen 
hundred  pounds  a  year  is  not  great  wealth  ; 
but  it  Avill  enable  a  man  to  keep  up  a  very 
respectable  style  of  living :  many  people  in 
society  liave  got  to  live  on  a  great  deal  less. 
He  and  his  wife  were  going  to  live  on  nothing 
a  year,  except  what  tliey  could  get  by  their 
wits.  Fourteen  hundred  a  year  !  They  could 
still    exercise  their  wits :    that  is  to   say,  he 
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should  expect  his  wife,  now  the  thinking  part- 
ner, to  exercise  her  wits  with  zeaL  But  what 
a  happiness  for  a  man  to  feel  that  he  does 
not  live  by  his  wits  alone !  Alas  !  It  is  a  joy 
that  is  given  to  few  indeed  of  us. 

As  for  his  late  literary  and  artistic 
successes,  how  poor  and  paltry  did  they 
appear  to  this  man,  v/ho  had  no  touch  of  the 
artist  nature,  beside  this  solid  lump  of  money, 
worth  all  the  artistic  or  poetic  fame  that 
ever  was  achieved ! 

He  went  home  dancing.  He  was  at  peace 
with  all  mankind.  He  found  it  in  his  heart 
to  forgive  everybody  :  Eoland  Lee,  who  had 
so  basely  deserted  him  :  EiFie,  that  snake  in 
the  grass  :  Lady  Frances,  the  most  treache- 
rous  of  women  :    Armorel  herself Oh  ! 

Heavens !  what  could  not  be  forgiven  to  the 
girl  who  had  made  liim  such  a  gift  ?  Even  the 
revolt  against  his  authority :  even  the  broken 
panel,  the  shattered  lock,  and  the  earth- 
quake. 

In  this  mood  lie  arrived  home.  His  wife, 
the  thinking  partner,   was  hard    at  work  in 
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the  interests  of  the  new  firm.  In  her  hand 
was  a  manuscript  volume  of  verse  :  on  the 
table  beside  her  lay  an  open  portfolio  of 
sketches  and  drawings. 

'You  see,   Alec,'  she  looked  up,  smiling. 
'  Already  the    ghosts  have    begun  to   appear 
at  my   call.     If  you   ask  me  Avhere  I   found 
them,    I   reply,    as    before,    that    when    one 
travels   about    with  a  country  company    one 
has  opportunities.     All  kinds  of  queer  people 
may   be  heard   of.      Your  ghosts,  in  future, 
my  dear  boy,  must  be  of  the  tribe  which  has 
broken  down  and  given  in,  not  of  those  who 
are  still   young  and  hopeful.     I  have    found 
a  man    who    can   draw — here  is  a    portfolio 
full  of  his  things  :    in  black  and  white  :    they 
can    be    reproduced    by    some    pliotographic 
process  :  he  is  in  an  advanced  stage  of  misery, 
and   will   never  know  or    ask  what  becomes 
of  his   things.     He   ought  to  have  made  his 
fortune  loni^  a^o.     He  hasn't,  because  he  is 
always   drunk   and  disreputable.     It  will   do 
you  good  to  illustrate  the    paper  with  your 
own    drawings.      There's    a    painter   I  have 
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heard  of.  He  drinks  everv  afternoon  and  all 
tlie  evening  at  a  certain  place,  where  you 
must  o'o  and  find  him.  He  has  lon^-  since 
been  turned  out  of  every  civilised  kind  of 
society,  and  you  can  get  his  pictures  for 
anything  you  like ;  he  can't  draw  much, 
I  believe,  but  his  colourino-  is  wonderfuL 
There  is  an  eklerly  lady,  too,  of  whom  I  have 
heard.  She  can  draw,  too,  and  she's  got 
no  friends  and  can  be  got  cheap.  And  this 
book  is  full  of  the  verses  of  a  poor  wretch 
who  was  once  a  rising  literary  man,  and  now 
carries  a  banner  at  Drury-Lane  Theatre 
whenever  they  want  a  super.  As  for  your 
stories,  I  have  got  a  broken-down  actor — he 
writes  better  than  he  can  act — to  write 
stories  of  the  boards.  They  will  appear 
anonymously,  and  if  people  attribute  them  to 
you  he  will  not  be  able  to  complain.  Oh, 
I  know  what  I  am  about,  Alec  I  Your  paper 
shall  double  its  circulation  in  a  month,  and 
shall  multiply  its  circulation  by  ten  in  six 
months,  and  without  the  least  fear  of 
such  complications  as  have  happened  lately. 
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They  must  be  avoided  for  the  future — 
proposals  as  well  as  earthquakes — my  dear 
Alec' 

Alec  sat  down  on  the  table  and  laughed 
carelessly.  '  Zoe,'  he  said,  '  you  are  the 
cleverest  woman  in  the  world.  It  was  a 
lucky  day  for  us  both  when  you  came  here. 
I  made  a  big  mistake  for  three  years.  Now 
I've  got  some  news  for  you — good  news ' 

*  That  can  only  mean — money.' 

'  It  does  mean — money,  as  you  say. 
Money,  my  dear.  Money  that  makes  the 
mare  to  go.' 

'  How  much.  Alec  ?  ' 

'  More  than  your  four  thousand.  Twenty 
times  as  much  as  that  little  balance  in  your 
book.' 

'  Oh,  Alec  !  is  it  possible  ?  Twenty  times 
as  much  ?  Eighty  thousand  pounds  ?  ' 

'About  that  sum,'  he  replied,  exaggera- 
ting witli  the  instincts  of  tlie  City,  inherited, 
no  doubt,  from  Eobert  Fletcher.  '  Perhaps 
quite  that  sum  if  I  manage  certain  sales 
cleverly.' 
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'Is  it  a  legacy  ? — or  an  inheritance  ? — 
how  did  you  get  it  ?  ' 

'  It  is  not  exactly  a  legacy :  it  is  a  kind 
of  restoration  to  an  unknown  person  :  a  gift 
not  made  to  me  personally,  but  to  me 
unknown.' 

'  You  talk  to  me  in  riddles,  Alec' 

'  I  w^ould  talk  in  blank  verse  if  I 
could.  It  is,  indeed,  literally  true.  I  have 
received  an — estate — in  portable  property 
worth  nearly  forty  thousand  pounds.' 

'Oh!  Then  we  shall  be  reallv  rich,  and 
not  have  to  pretend  quite  so  mucli  ?  A  little 
pretence.  Alec,  I  hke.  It  makes  me  feel  like 
returning  to  society :  too  much  pretence 
reminds  one  of  the  policeman.' 

'  Don't  you  want  to  know  how  I  have 
come  into  this  money  ?  ' 

'I  am  not  curious,  Alec.  I  like  every- 
thinsf  to  be  done  for  me.  When  I  was 
a  girl  there  were  carriages  and  horses  and 
everytliing  that  I  wanted — all  ready — all 
done  for  me,  you  know.  Then  I  was  stripped 
of  alL     I  had  nothing  to  do  or  to  say  in  the 
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matter.  It  was  done  for  me.  Now,  you  tell 
me  you  have  got  eighty  thousand  pounds. 
Oh  !  Heavens  !  It  is  done  for  me.  The  ways 
of  fate  are  so  wonderful.  Things  are  given 
and  things  are  taken  away.  Why  should 
I  inquire  how  things  come  ?  Perhaps  this  will 
be  taken  away  in  its  turn.' 

'  Not  quite,  Zoe.  I  have  got  my  hand 
over  it.  You  can  trust  your  husband, 
I  think,  to  keep  what  he  has  got.'  Indeed, 
he  looked  at  this  moment  cunning  enough 
to  be  trusted  with  keeping  the  National 
Debt  itself 

'  Eighty  thousand  pounds !  '  she  said. 
*  Let  me  write  it  down.  Eighty  thousand 
pounds !  Eight  and  one,  two,  three,  four 
oughts.'  She  Avrote  them  down,  and  clasped 
her  hands,  saying,  '  Oh  !  the  beauty — the 
incomparable  beauty — of  the  last  ouglit ! ' 

'  Perhaps  not  quite  so  much,'  said  her 
husband,  thinkino"  tliat  the  exaorcreration  was 
a  little  too  much. 

'  Don't  take  off  one  of  my  oughts — not 
my  fourth  :  not  my  Napoleon  of  oughts  ! ' 
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'  No — no.  Keep  your  four  ouglits.  Well, 
my  dear,  if  it  is  only  sixty  thousand  or  so, 
there  is  two  thousand  a  year  for  us.  Two 
thousand  a  year  !  ' 

'  Don't,  Alec  ;  don't !  Xot  all  at  once. 
Break  it  gently.' 

'  We  will  cany  on  the  paper  ;  and  per- 
haps do  something  or  other — carefully,  you 
know — in  Art.  There  is  no  need  to  knock 
things  off.  And  if  you  can  make  the  paper 
succeed,  as  you  think,  there  will  be  so  much 
the  more.  Well,  we  can  use  it  all.  For 
my  part,  Zoe,  my  dear,  I  don't  care  how 
big  the  income  is.  I  am  equal  to  ten 
thousand.' 

'  Of  course,  and  you  will  still  pronounce 
judgments  and  be  a  leader.  Xow  let  us  talk 
of  what  we  will  do — where  we  will  live — and 
all.  Two  thousand  is  pretty  big  to  begin 
with,  after  three  years'  tight  fit  ;  but  the 
pa])er  will  bring  in  another  two  thousand 
easily.  I've  been  looking  through  the 
accounts — bills  and  returns — and  I  am  sure 
it    has   been   villanously   managed.     A\'e  will 
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run  it  up  :  we  will  have  ten  thousand  a  yea]' 
to  spend.  A  vast  deal  may  be  done  with  ten 
thousand  a  year :  we  will  have  a  big  weekly 
dinner  as  well  as  an  At  Home.  We  will 
drav/  all  the  best  people  in  London  to  the 
house  :  Ave  will ' 

She  enlarcfed  Avith  c^reat  freedom  on  what 
could  be  done  with  this  income :  she  dis- 
played all  the  powers  of  a  rich  imagination  : 
not  even  the  milkmaid  of  the  fable  more 
largely  anticipated  the  joys  of  the  future. 

'  And,  oh  !  Alec,'  she  cried.  '  To  be  rich 
again !  rich  only  to  the  limited  extent  of  ten 
thousand  a  year,  is  too  great  happiness. 
When  my  father  was  ruined,  I  thought  the 
world  was  ended.  Well,  it  was  ended  for 
me,  because  you  made  me  leave  it  and 
disappear.  The  last  four  years  I  should 
like  to  be  clean  forgotten  and  driven  out 
of  my  mind — horrid  years  of  failing  and 
end  urines  and  Avaitinor !  And  now  we  are 
rich  a^ain !  Oh  !  we  are  rich  af?ain  !  It  is 
too  much  happiness  ! ' 
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The  tears  rose  to  her  eyes ;  her  soft  and 
inurmurmg  voice  broke. 

'  My  poor  Zoe,'  her  husband  laid  his  hand 
on  hers,  'I  am  rejoiced,'  he  said,  '  as  much  for 
your  sake  as  for  my  own.' 

'  How  did  you  get  tliis  wonderful  fortune. 
Alec  .^  ' 

'  Through  Mr.  Jagenal,  the  lawyer.  It's  a 
long  story.  A  great-grandfather  of  mine  was 
wrecked,  and  lost  his  property.  That 
was  eighty  years  ago.  Xow,  his  property 
was  found.  Who  do  you  think  found  it  ? 
Ar morel  Eosevean.  And  she  has  restored  it 
— to  me.' 

'  What  .^  '  She  sprang  to  her  feet,  her 
face  suddenly  turning  white.  '  What  .^ 
Armorel  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  certainly.  Curious  coincidence, 
isn't  it?  The  very  girl  wlio  has  done  me 
so  much  mischief.  The  man  was  wrecked 
on  tlie  island  where  her  people  lived.' 

'  Yes — yes — yes.  The  property — what 
was  it?     What  was  it?     Quick!' 

'  It  was  a  leather  case  filled  with  rubies 

VOL.  III.  N 
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— rubies  worth  at  least  thirty-five  thousand 
pounds What's  the  matter  P  ' 

'  Eubies  !  Her  rubies  !  Oli !  Armorel's 
rubies  !  No — no — no — not  that !  Anything 
— anything  but  that !  Armorel's  rubies — 
Armorel's  rubies ! ' 

'  What  is  the  matter,  Zoe  ?     What  is  it  ? ' 

She  gasped.  Her  eyes  were  wild :  her 
cheek  was  white.  She  was  like  one  who  is 
seized  with  some  sudden  horrible  and  unin- 
telligible pain.  Or  she  was  like  one  who  has 
suddenly  heard  the  most  dreadful  and  most 
terrible  news  possible. 

'  What  is  it,  Zoe  ? '  her  hnsband  asked 
again. 

'  You  ?  Oh  !  you  have  brought  me  this 
news — you  !  I  thought,  perhaps,  someone — 
Armorel — or  some  other  might  find  me  out. 
But  you  ! — you  ! ' 

'  Again,  Zoe  ' — he  tried  to  be  calm,  but  a 
dreadful  doubt  seized  him — '  what  does  this 
mean  ? ' 

'  I  remember,'  she  lauglied  wildly,  '  what 
I  said  wlien  I  gave  you  the  bankbook.     If 
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you  found  me  out,  I  said,  Ave  should  be  both 
on  tlie  same  level.  You  would  be  able  to 
hold  out  your  arms,  I  said,  and  to  cry,  "You 
have  come  down  to  my  level.  Come  to  my 
heart,  sister  in  wickedness."  That  is  what  I 
said.  Oh  !  I  little  thought — it  was  a  prophecy 
— my  words  have  come  true.' 

She  caught  her  head  with  her  hand — it  is 
a  stagey  gesture :  she  had  learned  it  on  the 
stage :  yet  at  this  moment  of  trouble  it  was 
simple  and  natural. 

'  What  the  Devil  do  you  mean  ? '  he 
cried  with  exasperation. 

'  They  were  your  rubies  all  the  time,  and 
I  did  not  know.  Your  rubies !  If  I  had 
only  known  !  Oh  !  what  have  I  done  ?  What 
have  I  done  .^  ' 

'  Tell  me  quick,  what  you  have  done.'  He 
caught  her  by  the  arm  roughly.  He  actually 
shook  her.  His  own  face  now  was  almost  as 
white  as  hers.  '  Quick — tell  me — tell  me — 
tell  me ! ' 

'You  wanted  money  badly,'  she  gasped. 
Her  words   came  with  difficulty.     'You  told 

N  2 
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me  SO  every  time  I  saw  you.     It  was  to  get 
money  that  I  went  to  live  with  Armorel.     I 
could  not  get  it  in  that  way.     But  I    found 
another  way.     She  told  me  about  the  rubies. 
I  knew  where  they  were  kept.     In  the  bank. 
In  a  sealed  packet.     I  had  seen  an  inventory 
of  the  things  in  the  bank.     Armorel  told  me 
the  story  of  the  rubies,  and  I  never  believed 
it — I  never  thought  that  tliere  would  be  any 
search  for  the  man's  heirs.     I  never  thought 
the  story  was  true.     She  told  me,  besides,  all 
about  her  other    things — her  miniatures  and 
snuffboxes,    and    watches     and    rings.       She 
showed    me    all    her    beautiful    lace,    worth 
thousands.     And  as  for  the  gold  things  and 
the  jewels,    they   were   all    in    the    bank,   in 
separate     sealed     parcels,     numbered.       Slie 
showed  me  the  bank  receipts.     Opposite  each 
number  was   written    the    contents    of  each, 
and  opposite  Number  Three  was  written  "  Tlie 
case  containin<]^  tlie  rubies."  ' 
'  Well  ?     Well  ?  ' 

'  Hush  !     What  did  I  do  ?     Let  me  think. 
I  am  going  mad,  I  believe.     It  was  for  your 
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sake — all  for  your  sake,  Alec  !  All  for  your 
sake  that  I  have  ruined  you  !  ' 

'  Eumed  me  ?  Quick  !  What  have  you 
done  ?  ' 

'  It  was  for  your  sake,  Alec — all  for  your 
sake  I  Oh,  for  your  own  sake  I  have  lost  and 
ruined  vou  ! ' 

'  You  will  drive  me  mad,  I  think  ! '  he 
gasped. 

'  I  wrote  a  letter,  one  dav,  to  the  manacfer 
of  the  bank.  I  wrote  it  in  imitation  of 
Armorel's  hand.  I  signed  her  name  at  the 
end  so  that  no  one  could  have  told  it  was  a 
forgery.  My  letter  told  him  to  give  the 
sealed  packet  numbered  three  to  the  bearer 
who  was  waitincf.  I  sent  the  letter  by  a  com- 
missionaire.  He  returned  bringing  the  packet 
with  him.' 

'  And  then  ?  ' 

'  Oh  !  Then — then — Alec,  you  will  kill  me 
— you  will  surely  kill  me  when  you  know  ! 
You  care  for  nothinc^  in  the  world  but  for 
money — and  I — I  have  stolen  away  your 
money  !     It  is  gone — it  is  gone  ! ' 
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'  You  stole  those  rubies  ?  But  I  have  seen 
them.  The}^  are  in  Jagenal's  safe.  What  do 
you  mean  ?  '  he  cried  hoarsely. 

'  I  have  sold  them.  I  stole  them,  and  I 
sold  them  all — they  were  worth — how  much 
did  you  say  ?  Fifty — sixty — eighty  thousand 
pounds  ?  I  sold  them  all,  Alec,  for  four 
thousand  two  hundred  and  twenty-five 
pounds  !  I  sold  them  to  a  Dutchman  in 
Hatton  Garden.' 

'  You  are  raving  mad  !  You  dream !  I 
have  seen  them.     I  have  handled  them.' 

'  What  you  have  seen  were  the  worthless 
imitation  jewels  that  I  substituted.  I  found 
out  where  to  get  sham  rubies  made  of  paste, 
or  something — some  cut  and  some  uncut.  I 
bought  them,  and  I  substituted  tliem  in  the 
case.  Then  I  returned  the  packet  to  the 
bank.  I  had  the  packet  in  my  possession  no 
more  than  one  morninor.  The  man  who 
bought  the  stones  swore  they  were  Avortli 
no  more.  He  said  he  should  lose  money 
by  tliem :  he  was  going  away  to  America 
immediately,  and    wanted  to  settle    at    once. 
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otherwise  he  would  not  give  so  much.  That 
is  what  I  have  done,  Alec' 

'  Oh  ! '  he  stood  over  her,  his  eyes  glaring  ; 
he  roared  like  a  wild  beast  ;  he  raised  his 
hand  as  if  to  slay  her  witli  a  single  blow. 
But  lie  could  find  no  words.  His  hand  re- 
mained raised — he  was  speechless — he  was 
motionless — he  was  helpless  with  blind  rage 
and  madness. 

His  wife  looked  up,  and  waited.  Now 
that  she  had  told  her  tale  she  was  calm. 

'  If  you   are  going  to   kill  me,'  she  said, 

*  you  had  better  do  it  at  once.  I  think  I  do 
not  care  about  living  any  longer.  Kill  me,  if 
you  like.' 

He  dropped  his  arm  :  he  straightened 
himself,  and  stood  upright. 

'  You    are    a    Thief ! '    he    said    hoarsely. 

*  You  are  a  wretched,  miserable  Thief  ! ' 

She  pointed  to  the  picture  on  the 
easel. 

'  And  you — my  husband  ?  ' 

He  tlirew  himself  into  a  cliair,  Tlien  he 
got  up  and  paced  the  room  :  he  beat  the  air 
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with  his  hands :  his  face  was  distorted  :  his 
eyes  were  wild  :  lie  abandoned  himself  to  one 
of  those  mao^nificent  rac^es  of  which  we  read 
in  History.  William  the  Conqueror — King 
Eichard — King  John — many  mediaeval  kings 
used  to  fall  into  these  rages.  They  are  less 
common  of  late.  But  then  such  provocation 
as  this  is  rare  in  any  age. 

When,  at  last,  speech  came  to  him,  it  was 
at  first  stuttering  and  broken  :  speech  of  the 
elementary  kind  :  speech  of  primitive  man 
in  a  rage  :  speech  ejaculatory :  speech  inter- 
jectional  :  speech  of  railing  and  cursing.  He 
walked — or,  rather,  tramped — about  the 
room  :  he  stamped  with  his  foot :  he  banged 
the  table  with  his  fist :  he  roared  :  he  threat- 
ened :  he  cleared  the  dictionary  of  its  words 
of  scorn,  contempt,  and  loathing :  he  hurled 
all  these  words  at  his  wife.  As  a  tio-ress 
bereft  of  her  young,  so  is  such  a  man  bereft 
of  his  money. 

His  wife,  meantime,  sat  watching,  silent. 
Slie  waited  for  the  storm  to  pass.  As  for 
what  he  said,  it  was  no  more  than  the  rolling 
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of  thunder.  She  made  no  answer  to  his 
reproaches  ;  but  for  her  white  face  you  would 
have  thought  she  neither  heard  nor  felt 
nor  cared. 

Outside,  the  discreet  man-servant  heard 
every  word.  Once,  when  his  master  threat- 
ened violence,  he  thought  it  might  be  his 
duty  to  interfere.  As  the  storm  continued, 
he  began  to  feel  that  this  was  no  place  for 
a  man-servant  who  respected  himself.  He 
remembered  the  earthquake.  He  had  then 
been  called  upon  to  remove  from  its  hinges 
a  door  fractured  in  a  row.  That  was  a  blow. 
He  was  now  compelled  to  listen  while  a 
master,  unworthy  of  such  a  servant,  l^rutally 
swore  at  his  wife.  He  perceived  that  his 
personal  character  and  liis  dignity  no  longer 
allowed  him  to  remain  with  such  a  person. 
He  resigned,  therefore,  that  very  day. 

When  the  bereaved  sufferer  could  say  no 
more — for  there  comes  a  time  wlien  even 
to  shriek  fails  to  bring  relief — lie  threw  him- 
self into  a  cliair  and  began  to  cry.  Yes  :  he 
cried  like  a  child :  lie  wept  and  sobbed  and 
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lamented.  The  tears  ran  down  his  cheeks  : 
liis  voice  was  choked  witli  sobs.  The  discreet 
man-servant  outside  blushed  with  shame  that 
such  a  thing  should  happen  under  his  roof. 
The  wife  looked  on  without  a  sign  or  a  word. 
We  break  down  and  ciy  when  we  have  lost 
the  thing  which  most  we  love — it  may  be 
a  wife  ;  it  may  be  a  child :  in  the  case  of 
this  young  man  tlie  thing  which  most  he 
loved  and  desired  was  money.  It  had  been 
granted  to  him — in  large  and  generous 
measure.  And,  lo !  it  was  torn  from  his 
hands  before  his  finiyers  had  even  closed 
around  it.     Oh  !  the  pity — the  pity  of  it ! 

This  fit,  too,  passed  away. 

Half  an  hour  later,  when  he  was  quite 
quiet,  exluiusted  witli  Ins  rage,  his  wife  laid 
her  liand  upon  his  shoulder. 

'Alec,'  she  said,  'I  have  always  longed 
for  one  thing  most  of  all.  It  was  the  only 
tiling,  I  once  thought,  that  made  it  wortli  the 
trouble  to  live.  An  hour  a<70  it  seemed  that 
the  thiniz  had  been  ixranted  to  me.  And 
I   was   happy  even  with  this  guilt  upon  my 
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soul.  I  know  you  for  wliat  you  are.  Yet 
I  desired  your  love.  Henceforth,  this  dread- 
ful thincr  stands  between  us.  You  can  no 
longer  love  me — that  is  certain,  because  I 
have  ruined  you — any  more  than  I  can  hold 
you  in  respect.  Yet  we  will  continue  to  walk 
together — liand  in  liand — I  will  work  and 
you  shall  enjoy.  If  we  do  not  love  each 
other,  we  can  continue  in  partnership,  and 
show  to  the  world  faces  full  of  affection.  At 
least  3^ou  cannot  reproach  me.  I  am  a  thief, 
it  is  true — most  true  !  And  you — Alec  !  you 
— oh  !  my  husband  ! — Avliat  are  you  ?  ' 
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CHAPTEE  XXV 

TO     FORGET     IT     ALL 

When  Philippa  read  the  announcement  in 
the  Times,  she  held  her  breath  for  a  space. 
It  was  at  breakfast.  Her  father  was  reading 
the  news  :  she  was  lookinor  throuoh  that 
column  which  interests  us  all  more  than 
any  other.  Her  eye  fell  upon  her  cousin's 
name.  She  read,  she  changed  colour,  she 
read  aijain.  Her  self-control  returned.  Slie 
laid  down  the  paper.  '  Here,'  she  said,  '  is  a 
very  astonishing  announcement  ! '  A  very 
astonishing  announcement  indeed  ! 

An  hour  later  she  called  upon  Armorel  at 
lier  rooms. 

'  You  are  left  quite  alone  in  consequence 
of  this — this  amazing  revelation  ?  ' 
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'  Quite.  Not  that  I  mind  being  alone. 
And  Effie  Wilmot  is  comin^f.' 

'  Nothing  in  the  world,'  said  Phihppa, 
'  could  have  astonished  me  more.  It  is  not 
so  much  the  fact  of  the  marriage — indeed, 
my  cousin's  name  was  mentioned  at  one 
time  a  good  deal  in  connection  with  hers — 
but  the  dreadful  duplicity.  He  sent  her  to 
you — she  came  to  us — as  a  widow.  And  for 
three  years  they  have  been  married !  Is  it 
possible  ? ' 

'  Indeed,'  said  Armorel,  '  I  know  nothing. 
She  left  me  without  a  cause,  and  now  I  hear 
of  lier  marriage.     That  is  all.' 

'  My  dear,  the  thing  reflects  upon  us.  It 
is  my  cousin  who  has  brought  this  trouble 
upon  you.' 

'  Oh  !  no,  Philippa  I  As  if  you  could  be 
held  responsible  for  hi§  actions  !  And,  in- 
deed, you  must  not  speak  of  trouble.  I 
have  had  none.  My  companion  was  never 
my  friend  in  any  sense :  we  had  nothing  in 
common ;  we  must  have  parted  company 
very  soon :  she   irritated   me   in  many  ways, 
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especially  in  hei-  blind  praise  of  the  man 
who  now  turns  out  to  be  her  husband.  I 
really  feel  much  happier  now  that  she  has 
gone.' 

'  But     you      have     no     companion  —  no 
chaperon.' 

'  I  don't  want  any  chaperon,  I  assure 
you/ 

'  But  you  cannot  go  into  society  alone.' 

'  I  never  do  go  into  society.  You  know 
that  nobody  ever  called  upon  Mrs.  Elstree — 
or  Mrs.  Feilding,  as  we  must  now  call  her. 
There  are  onlv  two  houses  in  the  whole  of 
tliis  c^reat  London  into  which  I  have  found 
an  entrance — vours  and  Mr.  Jao'enal's.' 

'  Yes  ;  I  know  now.  And  most  disgrace- 
ful it  is  that  vou  should  have  been  so  sacri- 
ficed.  That  also  is  my  cousin's  doing.  He 
represented  his  wife — it  seems  difficult  to 
believe  that  lie  lias  got  a  wife — as  a  person 
belonging  to  a  wide  and  very  desirable  circle 
of  friends.  Not  a  soul  called  upon  her !  The 
world  cannot  continue  to  know  a  woman  who 
has  disappeared  bodily  for  three  long  years, 
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during  wliicli  she  was  reported  to  have  been 
seen  on  the  sta^^e  of  a  country  theatre.  What 
has  she  been  doing?  Why  has  she  been  in 
hiding  ?  It  was  culpable  neghgence  in  Mr. 
Jagenal  not  to  make  inquiries.  What  it 
must  be  called  in  my  cousin  others  may 
determine.  As  for  you,  Armorel,  you  have 
been  most  disgracefully  and  shamefully 
treated.' 

'I  suppose  I  ouglit  to  liave  had  a  com- 
panion who  was  recognised  by  society.  But 
it  seems  to  matter  verv  little.  I  have  made 
one  or  two  new  friends,  and  I  have  found  an 
old  friend.' 

'  It  is  not  too  late,  of  course,  even  for 
this  season.  Now,  my  dear  Armorel,  I  am 
charged  with  a  mission.  It  is  to  bring  you 
back  with  me — to  get  you  to  stay  Avith  us 
for  the  season  and,  at  least,  until  the  summer 
holidays.  That  is,  if  you  would  be  satisfied 
with  our  friends.' 

'Thank  you,  Philippa,  a  thousand  times. 
I  do  not  think  I  can  accept  your  kindness, 
however,  because  I  feel  as  if  I  must  go  away 
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somewhere.  I  have  had  a  great  deal  of 
anxiety  and  worry.  It  has  been  wretched 
to  feel — as  I  have  been  made  to  feel — that  I 
was  m  the  midst  of  intrigues  and  designs,  the 
nature  of  which  I  hardly  understood.  I  must 
go  away  out  of  the  atmosphere.  I  will  return 
to  London  when  I  have  foniotten  this  time. 
I  cannot  tell  you  all  that  has  been  going  on, 
except  til  at  I  have  discovered  one  deception 
after  another ' 

'  She  is  an  abominable  woman,'  said 
Philip  pa. 

'  On  the  island  of  Samson,  at  least,  thei'e 
will  be  no  wives  who  call  themselves  widows, 
and  no  men  who  call  themselves ' — painters 
and  poets,  she  was  going  to  say,  but  she 
checked  herself — '  call  themselves,'  she  sub- 
stituted, '  single  men,  wlien  they  are  already 
married.' 

'  But,  surely  you  will  not  go  away  now — 
just  at  the  very  beginning  of  the  season?' 

'  The  season  is  nothing  at  all  to  me.' 

*0h!  But,  Armorel — think.  You  ought 
to  belong  to  society.     You  are  wealtJiy  :  you 
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are  a  most  beautiful  girl  :  you  are  quite 
young :  and  you  have  so  many  gifts  and 
accomplishments.  My  dear  cousin,  you 
miglit  do  so  well,  so  very  well.  There  is 
no  position  to  which  you  could  not  aspire.' 

Armorel  laughed.  '  JN'ot  in  that  way,' 
she  said.  '  I  have  already  told  you,  dear 
Philippa,  that  I  am  not  able  to  think  of 
things  in  that  way.' 

'  Always  that  dream  of  girlhood,  dear  ? 
Well,  then,  come  and  show  yourself,  if  only 
to  make  the  men  go  mad  with  love  and  the 
women  with  envy.  Stay  with  us.  Or,  if  you 
prefer  it,  I  will  find  you  a  companion  who 
really  does  belong  to  the  world.' 

'  No,  no ;  for  the  present  I  have  had 
enough  of  companions.  I  want  nothing  more 
than  to  go  home  and  rest.  I  feel  just  a  little 
battered.  My  first  experience  of  London  lias 
not  been,  you  see,  quite  what  I  expected 
Let  me  go  away,  and  come  back  when  1 
feel  more  charitable  towards  my  fellow- 
creatures.' 

'  You  have  had  a  most  horrid  experience,' 

VOL.    III.  o 
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said  Philippa.  '  I  trembled  for  you  when  I 
learned  who  your  companion  was.  I  was  at 
school  with  her,  and — well,  I  do  not  love 
her.  But  Avhat  could  I  do  ?  Mr.  Jagenal 
said  she  had  been  most  strongly  recommended 
— I  could  not  interfere  :  it  was  too  late  :  and 
besides,  after  what  liad  happened,  years 
before,  it  would  have  looked  vindictive.  And 
then  she  has  been  rich  and  is  now  poor, 
and  perhaps,  I  thought,  she  wanted  money : 
and  when  one  has  quarrelled  it  is  best  to 
say  nothing  against  your  enemy.  Besides,  I 
knew  nothing  definite  against  her.  She  said 
she  was  a  widoAv — my  cousin  Alec  said  that 
he  had  been  an  old  friend  of  her  husband  : 
he  spoke  of  having  helped  him.  Oh !  lie 
made  up  quite  a  long  and  touching  story 
about  his  dead  friend.  So,  you  see,  I  re- 
frained, and  if  I  could  say  nothing  good,  I 
would  say  nothing  bad.' 

'  I    am    sure    that    no    one    can    possibly 
blame  you  in  the  matter,  Philippa.' 

'  Yet  I  blame  myself.     For  if  I  had  caused 
a  few  questions  to  be  asked  at  first,  all   the 
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lies  about  the  widowhood  mi^lit  have  been 
avoided.' 

'  Others  would  have  been  invented.' 

'  Perhaps.  Well — she  is  married,  and  I 
don't  suppose  her  stay  here  will  have  done 
you  any  real  harm.  As  for  her,  to  go  mas- 
querading as  a  widow  and  to  tell  a  thou- 
sand lies  daily  can  hardly  do  any  woman 
much  good.  Have  you  made  up  your  mind 
how  you  will  treat  her  if  you  should  meet  P ' 

'  She  has  settled  that  question.  She 
wrote  me  a  letter  saying  that  she  has  be- 
haved so  badly  that  she  wishes  never  to  see 
me  ao^ain.  And  if  we  should  meet  she  beu's 
that  it  will  be  as  perfect  strangers.' 

'  Eeally — after  all  that  has  been  done — 
that  is  the  very  least ' 

'  So  we  are  to  meet  as  strangers,  I  sup- 
pose that  will  be  best.  It  would  be  im- 
possible to  ask  for  explanations.  Poor  Zoe ! 
One  does  not  know  all  her  history.  She  told 
me  once  that  she  had  been  very  unhappy.  I 
have  heard  her  crying  in  her  room  at  night. 
Perhaps,  she  is  to  be  more  pitied  than  blamed. 


0  2 
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It  is  her  liiisband  whom  I  find  it  difficult  to 
forgive  and  to  forget.  He  is  hke  a  night- 
mare :  he  cannot  be  put  so  easily  out  of  my 
mind.' 

'  Unfortunately,  no.  I,  who  have  thought 
of  him  all  my  life,  must  continue  to  think  of 
him.' 

'  You  will  forgive  him,  Philippa.  You 
must.  Besides,  you  have  less  to  forgive.  He 
has  never  offered  his  hand  and  heart  to 
you.' 

Philippa  blushed  a  rosy  red,  and  confusion 
gathered  to  her  e3^es,  because  there  had,  in 
fact,  been  many  occasions  when  things  were 

said  which Armorel  was  sorry  that  she 

had  said  this. 

'You  mean,  Armorel,  that  he  actuall}- — 
did  this — to  you  ?  ' 

'Yes.  It  was  only  the  other  daj^ — the 
morning  after  we  read  the  play.  He  came  to 
the  National  Gallery,  where  I  often  go  in  the 
morning,  and,  in  one  of  the  rooms,  he  told  me 
how  much  he  loved  me — words,  however,  go 
for  nothing  in  such  things — and  kindly  said 
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that  marriage  with  me  would  complete  Ins 
happiness.' 

'  Oh  !  He  is  a  villain — a  villain  indeed  ! ' 
Her  voice  rose  and  her  cheeks  flushed.  '  For- 
give him,  Armorel  ?     Never  ! ' 

'  Considering  tliat  it  was  only  a  day  or  two 
before  he  was  going  to  announce  in  the  paper 
the  fact  that  he  had  been  married  for  three 
years,  it  does  seem  pretty  bad,  doesn't  it?' 

'  And  you,  Armorel  ?  ' 

'  Fortunately,  I  was  able  to  dismiss  him 
unmistakably.' 

'  Oh !  '     Philippa     cried     in    exasperation. 

*  My  cousin  has  been  guilty  of  many  treache- 
rous and  base  actions ;  but  this  is  quite  the 
worst  thing  that  I  have  lieard  of  him — worse 
even  than  sending  you  his  own  wife,  under  a 
false  name  and  disguised  with  a  lying  story  on 
her  lips.  No,  Armorel  ;  I  w^ill  never  forgive 
him.  Never  ! '  Her  eyes  gleamed  and  her 
lips    trembled.      She    meant    what    she    said. 

*  Never  !  It  is  the  worst,  the  most  wicked 
thing  he  has  ever  done — because  he  might 
have  succeeded.' 
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'  I  suppose  he  meant  to  get  something  by 
the  pretence.' 

'  He  wanted,  I  suppose,  to  have  it  reported 
that  he  was  going  to  marry  a  rich  girl.  I  had 
heard  that  he  was  continually  seen  with  you. 
And  I  had  also  heard  that  he  had  confessed 
to  an  engagement  which  was  not  to  be  an- 
nounced. My  fatlier  has  found  out  that  his 
affairs  are  in  s^reat  confusion.' 

'  But  what  o'ood  would  an  eno-as^ement  of 
twenty-four  hours  do  for  him  ?  ' 

'  Indeed,  I  do  not  understand.  Perhaps^ 
after  all,  he  had  allowed  himself  to  fall  in 
love — but  I  do  not  know.  Men  sometimes 
seem  to  behave  like  mad  creatures,  with  no 
reason  or  rule  of  self-control — as  if  there  was 
no  sucli  tiling  as  consequence  and  no  such 
thing  as  the  morrow.  I  do  not  understand 
anything  about  him.  Why  are  his  affairs  in 
confusion  ?  He  had,  to  begin  with,  a  fortune 
of  more  than  twelve  thousand  pounds  from 
his  mother ;  his  pictures  latterly  commanded 
a  good  price.  And  his  paper  is  supposed  to 
be  doing  well.     To  be  sure  he  keeps  horses 
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and  goes  a  great  deal  into  society.  And, 
perhaps,  his  wife  has  been  a  source  of  expense 
to  him.  But  it  is  no  use  trying  to  explain  or 
to  find  out  thincrs.  Meantime,  to  vou,  his 
conduct  has  been  simply  outrageous.  A  man 
who  sends  his  own  wife  as  companion  to  a 
girl,  and  then  makes  love  to  her,  is — my  dear, 
there  is  no  other  word — he  is  a  Wretch.  I 
will  never  forgive  him.'  Armorel  felt  that 
she  would  keep  her  word.  This  pale,  calm, 
self-contained  Philippa  could  be  moved  to 
anger.  And  again  she  heard  her  companion's 
soft  voice  murmuring,  '  My  dear,  the  woman 
shows  that  she  loves  him  still.' 

'  Fortunately  for  me,'  said  Armorel,  '  my 
heart  has  remained  untouched.  I  was  never 
attracted  bv  him  :  and  latterly,  when  I  had 
learned  certain  things,  it  became  impossible 
for  me  to  rei^'ard  him  with  common  kindliness. 
And,  besides,  his  pretence  and  affectation  of 
love  were  too  transparent  to  deceive  anybody. 
He  was  like  the  worst  actor  you  ever  saw  on 
any  stage — wooden,  unreal — incapable  of  im- 
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pressing  anyone  witli  tlie  idea  that  he  meant 
what  he  said.' 

'  I  wonder  how  far  Zoe — his  wife — knew 
of  this  ?  ' 

'  I  would  rather  not  consider  the  question, 
Phihppa.  But,  indeed,  one  cannot  help,  just 
at  first,  thinking  about  it,  and  I  am  compelled 
to  believe  that  she  was  his  servant  and  his 
agent  throughout.  I  believe  she  was  insti- 
gated to  get  money  from  me  if  she  could,  and 
I  believe  she  knew  his  intentions  as  reofards 
me,  and  that  she  consented.  She  must  have 
known,  and  she  must  have  consented.' 

'  She  would  excuse  herself  on  the  ground 
of  being  his  wife.  For  their  husbands  some 
women  will  do  anything.  Perhaps  she  wor- 
ships liim.  His  genius,  very  likely,  over- 
shadows and  awes  her.'  Armorel  smiled,  but 
made  no  objection  to  this  conjecture.  '  Some 
women  worship  the  genius  in  a  man  as  if  it 
was  the  man  himself.  Some  women  worship 
the  man  quite  apart  from  liis  genius.  I  used 
to  worship  Alec  long  before  he  was  discovered 
to  be  a  genius  at  all.     When  I  was  a  school- 
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girl,  Alec  was  my  knight — my  Galahad — 
purest-hearted  and  bravest  of  all  the  knights. 
There  was  no  one  in  the  world — no  livinL{ 
man,  and  very  few  dead  men — Bayard,  Sidney, 
Charles  the  First,  and  two  or  three  more  only 
— who  could  stand  beside  him.  He  was  so 
handsome,  so  brave,  so  great,  and  so  good, 
that  other  men  seemed  small  beside  him. 
Well,  my  hero  passed  through  Cambridge 
without  the  least  distinction  :  I  thouc^ht  it  was 
because  he  was  too  proud  to  show  other  men 
hoAv  easily  he  could  beat  them.  Then  he  was 
called  to  the  Bar,  but  he  did  not  immediately 
show  his  eloquence  and  his  abilities  :  that  was 
because  he  wanted  an  opportunity.  And 
then  I  Avent  out  into  the  world,  and  made  the 
discovery  that  my  hero  was  in  reality  quite 
an  ordinary  young  man — rather  big  and  good- 
looking,  perhaps — with,  as  we  all  thought 
then,  no  very  great  abilities.  And  he  certainly 
was  always — and  he  is  still — heavy  in  conver- 
sation. But  he  was  still  my  cousin,  thougli 
he  ceased  to  be  my  hero.  He  vras  more  than 
a  cousin — he  was    almost    my  brother ;    and 
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brothers,  as  you  do  not  know,  perhaps, 
Armorel,  sometimes  do  things  which  require 
vast  quantities  of  patience  and  forgiveness.  I 
am  sure  no  oirl's  brother  ever  wanted  forf]^ive- 
ness  more  than  my  cousin  Alec' 

Her  face,  cold  and  pale,  had,  in  fact,  the 
sisterly  expression.  Philippa's  enemies  always 
declared  tliat  in  the  composition  and  making 
of  her  the  goddess  Yenus,  who  presumably 
takes  a  large  personal  interest  in  the  feminine 
department,  had  no  lot  or  part  at  all.  Yet 
certain  words — the  late  companion's  words — 
kept  ringing  in  A r morel's  ears  :  '  My  dear, 
the  woman  loves  him  still.  Slie  has  never 
ceased  to  love  him.' 

'  There  was  nothino-  to  forgive  at  first,'  she 
Avent  on  :  '  on  the  contrary,  every  tiling  to 
admire.  Yet  his  career  has  been  throughout 
so  unexpected  as  to  puzzle  and  bewikler  us. 
Consider,  Armorel.  Here  was  a  young  man 
who  had  never  in  boyhood,  or  later,  shown 
the  least  love  or  leanino-  towards  Art  or  the 
least  tinge  of  poetical  feeling,  or  the  smallest 
power  as  a  raconteur^  or  any  charm  of  writing 
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—suddenly  becoming  a  fine  painter — a  really 
fine  painter — a  respectable  poet,  and  an  ad- 
mirable story-teller.  When  be  began  with 
the  first  picture  there  grew  up  in  my  head  a 
very  imaginative  and  certain  set  of  ideas 
connecting  the  painter's  mind  with  his  Art. 
I  saw  a  grave  mind  dwelling  gravely  and 
earnestly  on  the  interpretation  of  nature.  It 
seemed  impossible  that  one  who  should  so 
paint  sea  and  shore  should  be  otherwise  than 
crrave  and  serious.' 

'  Impossible,'  said  Armorel. 

'  What  we  had  called,  in  our  stupidity, 
dulness,  now  became  only  seriousness.  He 
took  his  Art  seriouslv.     But  then   he  beo-an 

^  CD 

to  write  verses,  and  then  I  found  that  there 
was  a  new  mind — not  a  part  of  the  old  mind, 
but  a  new  mind  altoo-ether.  It  was  a  mind 
with  a  light  vein  of  fancy  and  merriment  : 
it  was  affectionate,  sympathetic,  and  liappy  : 
and  it  seemed  distinctly  a  feminine  mind.  I 
cannot  tell  vou  how  difficult  it  Wcis  to  fit  tliat 
mind  to  mv  cousin  Alec — it  was  like  dressimx 
him  up  in  an  ill-fitting  woman's  riding-habit. 
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And  then  he  beoan  those  stones  of  his — and, 
behold,  another  mmd  altogether ! — this  time 
a  worldly  mind — cynical,  sarcastic,  distrustful, 
epigrammatic,  and  heartless — not  at  all  a 
pleasant  mind.  So  that  you  see  I  had  four 
different  minds  all  o-oinsf  about  in  the  same  set 
of  bones — the  original  Alec  Feilding,  hand- 
some and  commonplace,  but  a  man  of  honour  : 
the  serious  student  of  Art  :  the  light  and  gay- 
heai'ted  poet,  sparkling  in  his  verses  like  a 
glass  of  champagne  :  and  the  cynical  man  of 
the  world,  who  does  not  believe  that  there 
are  any  men  of  honour  or  any  good  women. 
Why,  how  can  one  man  be  at  the  same  time 
four  men  ?  It  is  impossible.  And  now  we 
have  a  fifth  development  of  Alec.  He  has 
become — at  the  same  time — a  creature  who 
marries  a  wife  secretly — no  one  knows  why  : 
and  hides  her  away  for  three  years  and  then 
suddenty  produces  her — no  one  knows  why. 
What  does  he  hide  her  away  for  ?  Why  does 
slie  consent  to  be  hidden  awaj^  ?  Then,  the 
very  day  before  he  has  got  to  produce  his 
wife  for  all  the  world  to  see — I  am  perfectly 
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certain  that  she  herself  forced  hhn  to  take 
that  step — he  makes  love  to  a  young  lady, 
and  formally  asks  her  to  marry  him.  Eecon- 
cile,  if  you  can,  all  these  contradictions.' 

'  They  cannot  possibly  be  reconciled.' 

'  We  have  heard  of  seven  devils  entering 
into  one  man  ;  but  never  of  angels  and  devils 
mixed,  my  dear.  Such  a  man  cannot  be  ex- 
plained, any  more  than  the  Lady  Melusina 
herself.' 

'  Do  not  let  us  try.  As  for  me,  I  am 
going  to  forget  the  existence  of  Mr.  Alec 
Feilding  if  I  can.  In  order  to  do  this 
the  quicker  I  mean  to  go  home  and  stay 
there.  Come  and  see  me  on  the  island  of 
Samson,  Philippa.  But  you  must  not  bring 
your  father,  or  he  may  be  disappointed  at 
the  loss  of  his  ancestral  hall.  To  you  I  shall 
not  mind  showing  the  little  house  where  your 
ancestors  lived.' 

'  I  sliould  like  very  much — above  all 
things — to  see  the  place.' 

'  I  will  bribe  you  to  come.  I  have  got  a 
great  silver  punch-bowl — old  silver,  sucli   as 
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you  love — for  you.  You  shall  have  a  choice 
of  rino-s,  a  choice  of  snuff-boxes.  There 
is  a  roll  of  lace  put  away  in  the  cupboard 
that  would  make  you  a  lovely  dress.  It  will 
be  like  the  receiving  of  presents  which  we 
read  of  in  the  old  books.' 

'  I  will  try  to  come,  Armorel,  after  the 
season.' 

Armorel  laughed. 

'  There  is  the  difference  between  us, 
Philippa.  You  belong  to  the  world,  and 
I  do  not.  Oh !  I  will  come  back  again 
some  day  and  look  at  it  again.  But  it 
Avill  always  be  a  strange  land  to  me.  You 
will  leave  London  after  tlie  season  ;  I  am 
leaving  it  before  the  season.  Come,  however, 
when  you  can.  Scilly  is  never  too  hot  in 
summer  nor  too  cold  in  winter.  Instead  of  a 
carriage  you  shall  have  a  boat,  and  instead 
of  a  coachman  you  shall  have  my  boy  Peter. 
We  will  sail  about  and  visit  the  Islands  :  we 
will  carry  our  midday  dinner  with  us :  and  in 
the  evening  we  will  play  and  sing.  Nobody 
will  call  upon  you  there  :  there  are  no  dinner- 
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parties,  and  ^ou  need  not  bring;  an  evening; 
dress.  The  only  andience  to  our  music  will 
be  my  old  servants,  Justinian,  and  Dorcas 
his  wife,  and  Chessun,  and  Peter  the  boy.' 

There  were  no  preparations  to  make : 
there  was  notliing  to  prevent  Armorel  from 
going  away  immediately.  She  asked  Effie 
to  go  with  her.  She  opened  the  subject 
in  the  evening,  when  she  and  her  brotlier  and 
Eoland  were  all  sitting  together  in  her  draw- 
ing-room by  the  light  of  the  lire  alone,  wliich 
she  loved.  Thev  were  thoughtful  and  ratlier 
silent,  conscious  of  recent  events. 

'  While  we  were  in  Eei^ent  Street  this 
afternoon,  Effie,'  said  Armorel,  '  I  was  think- 
ing of  tlie  many  happy  faces  that  we  met. 
The  street  seemed  filled  with  happiness.  I 
was  wondering  if  it  was  all  real.  Are  they 
all  as  happy  as  they  seem  ?  Is  there  no  false- 
hood in  their  lives?  The  streets  are  filled 
with  happy  people.  The  theatres  are  filled 
with  happy  faces :  society  shows  none  but 
happy  faces.     It  ought  to  be  the  liappiest  of 
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worlds.     Have  we,  alone,  fallen   among  pre- 
tenders and  intriguers  ? ' 

'  They  are  gone  from  you,  ArmoreL 
Can  you  not  forget  them  ?  '  Effie  mur- 
mured. 

'  I  seem  to  hear  the  murmuring  voice 
of  my  companion  always.  She  whispers  in 
her  caressing  voice,  "  Oh !  my  dear,  he  is  so 
good  and  great !  He  is  so  full  of  truth  and 
honour.  Will  you  lend  him  a  thousand 
pounds  P  He  thinks  so  highly  of  3^ou.  A 
thousand  pounds — two  thousand  pounds. 
If  I  had  it  to  lay  at  the  feet  of  so  much 
genius ! "  And  all  the  time  she  is  his  wife. 
And  in  my  thoughts  I  am  always  hearing  his 
voice,  which  I  learned  to  hate,  laying  down 
a  commonplace.  And  in  my  dreams  I  awake 
witli  a  start,  because  he  is  makiug  love  to  me 
wliile  Zoe  listens  at  tlie  door.' 

'You  must  go  awa}^  somewhere,'  said 
Eoland. 

'  shall  go  home — to  my  own  place. 
Eflie,  will  you  come  with  me  ? ' 

'  Go  with  you  ?     Oh  !     To  Scilly  ?  ' 
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'  To  the  land  of  Lyonesse.  I  have 
arranged  it  all,  dear.  Archie  shall  have 
these  rooms  of  mine  to  live  in :  you  shall 
come  with  me.  It  is  two  years  since  you 
have  been  out  of  London :  your  cheeks  are 
pale :  you  want  our  sea-breezes  and  our 
upland  downs.  Will  you  come  witli  me, 
Effie  ? ' 

She  held  out  her  hand.  'I  will  go  with 
you,'  said  the  girl,  '  round  tlie  whole  world, 
if  you  order  me.' 

'  Then  that  is  settled.  Archie,  you  must 
stay  because  your  future  demands  it.  I  met 
Mr.  Steplienscn  yesterday.  He  told  me  tliat 
he  is  in  great  hopes  about  the  play,  and 
that,  meantime,  he  will  be  able  to  put  some 
work  into  your  liands.' 

'  You  are  always  thinking  about  me,'  said 
Archie. 

'  Come  to  us  in  the  summer.  Take  your 
holiday  on  Samson.  Oli  !  Effie,  we  will  he 
perfectly  happy.  We  will  forget  London, 
and  every  tiling  that  lias  happened.  Thank 
Heaven,  the  rubies   are    gone !     I  will    send 

VOL.    III.  P 
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a  piano  there  :  we  will  carry  with  us  loads  of 
books  and  music.  We  will  have  a  perfectly 
lovely  time,  with  no  one  but  ourselves. 
Eoland  will  tell  you  how  we  will  live.  You 
will  do  nothing  for  a  time,  while  you  are 
drinking  in  the  fresh  air  and  getting  strong. 
Then — then — you  shall  have  ideas — great 
and  glorious  ideas — and  you  shall  write  far, 
far  better  poetry  than  any  you  have  attempted 
yet.' 

'  And,  meantime — we  who  have  to  remain 
behind  ?  '  asked  Eoland.  '  What  shall  we  do 
when  you  are  gone  ?  ' 

It  takes  longer  to  get  to  Penzance  than  to 
Edinburgh,  because  the  train  ceases  to  run 
and  begins  to  crawl  as  soon  as  it  leaves 
Plymouth.  The  best  way  is  to  take  tlie  nine- 
o'clock  train  and  to  travel  all  night.  Then 
you  will  probably  sleep  from  Eeading  to 
Bristol  :  from  Bristol  to  Exeter  :  and  from 
Exeter   to    Plymouth.     After    that   you   will 

keep  awake. 

In   this   way  and  by  this  train,  Armorel 
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and  Effie  travelled  to  Penzance.  Effie  fell 
asleep  very  soon,  and  remained  asleep  all 
nicrht  lonij,  wakincr  up  somewhere  between 
Lostwithiel  and  Marazion.  Armorel  sat  up 
wakeful  the  whole  nio-]it  throuo-h,  vet  was 
not  tired  in  the  morning.  Partly,  she  was 
thinking  of  her  stay  in  London,  the  crowning 
of  her  apprenticeship  five  years  long.  Nothing 
had  happened  as  she  had  expected.  Nothing, 
in  this  life,  ever  does.  She  had  found  the  hero 
of  her  dreams  defeated  and  fallen,  a  pitiable 
object.  But  he  stood  erect  again,  better 
armed  and  in  better  heart,  his  face  turned 
upwards. 

Partly,  another  thing  filled  her  heart  and 
made  her  wakeful. 

Poland  and  Archie  came  with  them  to  the 
station. 

'  Shall  I  ever  be  permitted  to  visit  agam 
the  Land  of  Lyonesse  ? '  whispered  the  former 
at  the  window  just  before  the  guard's  whistle 
gave  the  signal  for  the  train  to  start. 

She    gave    him    her    hand.      '  Good-bye, 
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Eoland.  You  will  come  to  Scilly — when  you 
please — as  soon  as  you  can.' 

He  held  her  hand. 

'  I  live  only  in  that  hope,'  he  replied. 

The  train  began  to  move.  He  bent  and 
kissed  her  fingers. 

Slie  leaned  forward.  '  Eoland,'  she  said, 
*I  also  live  only  in  tliat  liope.' 


2n 


CHAPTER   XXVI 


NOT   THE    HEIR,    AFTER    ALL 


The  storm  expended  itself.  The  gale  cannot 
go  on  blowing  :  the  injured  man  cannot  go 
on  raging,  cursing,  or  weeping.  Alec  Feilding 
became  calm.  Yet  a  settled  gloom  rested  like 
a  dark  cloud  upon  his  front :  he  had  lost 
something — a  good  part — of  his  pristine  con- 
fidence. That  enviable  quality  which  so 
much  impresses  itself  upon  others — called 
swacrcrer — had  been  knocked  out  of  him. 
Indeed,  he  had  sustained  a  blow  from  which 
he  would  never  wholly  recover  :  such  a  man 
could  never  get  over  the  loss  of  such  a  for- 
tune :  his  great-grandfather,  so  far  as  could 
be  learned,  lost  his  fortune  and  began  again, 
with  cheerful  heart.  Alec  would  begin  again, 
because  he  must,  but  with  rage  and  bitter- 
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ness.  It  was  like  being  struck  down  by  an 
incurable  disease  :  it  might  be  alleviated,  but 
it  would  never  be  driven  out :  from  time  to 
time,  in  spite  of  the  physicians,  the  patient 
writhes  and  groans  in  the  agony  of  this 
disease.  So  from  time  to  time  will  this 
man,  until  the  end  of  time,  groan  and  lament 
over  the  wicked  waste  and  loss  of  that  superb 
inheritance. 

Of  course,  he  disguised  from  himself — 
this  is  one  of  the  things  men  always  do  hide 
away — the  fact  that  he  himself  was  part  and 
parcel  of  the  deed  :  he  had  destroyed  him- 
self by  his  own  craft  and  cimning.  Had  lie 
not  placed  his  wife  with  Armorel  under  in- 
structions to  persuade  and  coax  her  into 
advancing  money  for  his  own  purposes,  the 
thing  could  never  have  happened. 

Henceforth,  though  tlie  pair  sliould  have 
the  desire  of  their  hearts  :  though  they 
should  march  on  to  wealth  and  success  : 
though  the  wife  should  invent  and  contrive 
with  the  cleverness  of  ten  for  the  good  of  the 
firm :  though  the  husband  should  grow  more 
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and  more  in  the  estimation  of  the  outer  world 
into  the  position  of  a  Master  and  an  Autho- 
rity :  between  the  two  will  lie  the  memory  of 
fraud  and  crime,  to  divide  them  and  keep 
them  apart. 

On  the  day  after  the  revelation,  a  thought 
came  into  the  mind  of  the  inheritor  of  the 
rubies.  The  thing  that  had  happened  unto 
him — could  he  cause  it  to  happen  unto 
another  ?  Perhaps  one  remembers  how,  on 
learning  that  the  rubies  were  to  be  given  to 
the  eldest  grandson  of  the  second  daughter, 
he  had  dropped,  limp  and  pale,  into  a  chair. 
One  may  also  remember  how,  on  learning 
that  no  further  investigation  would  be  made, 
he  recovered  again.  The  fact  was,  you  see, 
that  Mr.  Jagenal  had  made  a  little  mistake. 
His  searchers  had  altered  tlie  order  of  the 
three  sisters.  Frances,  Alec  Feilding's  grand- 
mother, was  not  the  second,  but  the  third 
daughter.  When  the  rubies  were  actually 
waiting  and  ready  for  him,  it  would  have 
been  foolish  to  mention  that  fact,  especially 
as  no  further  search  was  to  be  made,  and  the 
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elder  branch,  wherever  it  was,  would  never 
know  anvthino:  of  the  matter  at  all.  There- 
fore,  he  tlien  held  his  tongue. 

Now,  on  the  other  hand,  the  jewels  being- 
worthless,    he    thought,    iirst    of  all,   that    it 
would  look    extremely  scrupidous   to  inform 
Mr.  Jagenal  of  the  discovery  that  his  grand- 
mother was  really  the  third  daughter :  next, 
if  the  other  branch  should  be  discovered,  the 
fortunate  heir  would,  like  himself,  be  raised 
to  the  heavens  only  to  be  dashed  down  again 
to  earth.     Let  someone  else,  as  well  as  him- 
self, experience  the  agonies  of  that  fall.     He 
chuckled  grimly  as    he    considered    the    tor- 
ments   in   store    for  this    fortunate   unknown- 
cousin.       As    for    danger    to     his    wife,    he 
considered  rightly  that  there  was  none  :  the 
stones    had  been  consigned    to  the  bank    by 
Armorel,  and  in  her  own  name  :  she  sii^ned 
an  order  for  their  delivery  to  Mr.  Jagenal : 
he  had  kept  them  in  his  safe.     They  would 
certainly  lie  there  some  time  before  he  found 
the  new  heir.     Nay.     They  had  been  in  his 
custody  for  five  years  before  he  gave  them 
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over  formally  to  Armorel.  Who  could  say 
when  the  robbery  had  been  effected  ?  Who 
would  think  of  asking;  the  bank  whether 
during  the  short  time  the  parcel  was  held 
in  the  name  of  Armorel  it  had  been  taken 
out  ?  Clearly  the  whole  blame  and  re- 
sponsibility lay  with  Mr.  Jagenal  himself. 
He  would  have  a  very  curious  problem  to 
solve — namelv,  how  the  rubies  had  been 
changed  in  his  own  safe. 

'  Well,  Alec,  come  to  take  away  your 
rubies  .^  '  asked  Mr.  Jagenal,  cheerily.  '  There 
they  are  in  that  safe.' 

'  No,'  he  replied,  sadly.  '  I  am  grieved 
indeed  to  say  that  I  have  not  come  for 
the  rubies.  I  shall  never  come  for  the 
rubies.' 

'Whv  not?' 

'  Because  they  are  not  for  me.  Accord- 
ing to  your  instructions,  I  have  no  claim  to 
them.' 

'  No  claim  ?  ' 

'  I  understand  that  Miss  Kosevean  intends 
to  give  these  jewels  to  the  first  representative 
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of  the  family  of  Eobert  Fletcher.  That  is 
to  say,  to  the  eldest  grandchild  of  the  first, 
second,  or  third  daughter,  as  the  case  may 
be?' 

'That  is  so.' 

'  Very  well.  The  eldest  daughter  left  no 
children.  You  therefore  sent  for  me  as  the 
eldest — and  only — grandchild  of  the  second 
daughter? ' 

'  I  did.' 

'  Then  I  have  to  tell  you  that  you  are 
wrong.  My  grandmother  was  the  third 
daughter.' 

'  Is  it  possible  ?  ' 

'  Quite  possible.  She  was  the  third 
daugliter.  I  was  not  very  accurately  ac- 
quainted with  that  part  of  my  genealogy, 
and  tlie  other  day  I  could  not  have  told 
you  whether  I  came  from  the  second  or 
the  third  daughter.  I  have  since  ascer- 
tained the  facts.  It  was  the  second  daughter 
who  went  away  to  Australia  or  New  Zealand, 
or  somewhere.     I  do  not  know  anything  at 
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all    about   my    cousins,  but  I    think    it  very 
unlikely  that  there  are  none  in  existence.' 

'  Very  unlikely.  What  proof  have  you 
that  your  grandmother  was  the  second 
daughter  ?  ' 

'  I  have  an  old  family  bible — I  can  show 
it  you,  if  you  like.  In  this  has  been  entered 
the  date  of  the  birth,  the  place  and  date  of 
baptism,  the  names  of  the  sponsors  of  all 
three  sisters.  There  is  also  a  note  on  the 
second  sister's  marriase  and  on  her  emiorra- 
tion.  I  assure  you  there  can  be  no  doubt  on 
the  subject  at  all.' 

'  Oh !  This  is  very  disastrous,  my  dear 
boy.  How  could  my  people  have  made  such 
a  mistake  ?  Alec,  I  feel  for  vou — I  do,  in- 
deed  ! ' 

'  It  is  most  disastrous  !  '  Alec  echoed  with 
a  groan.  '  I  have  been  in  the  unfortunate 
position  of  a  man  who  is  suddenly  put  into 
possession  of  a  great  fortune  one  day,  and  as 
suddenly  deprived  of  it  the  next.  Of  course, 
as  soon  as  I  discovered  tlie  real  facts,  it  be- 
came my  duty  to  acquaint  you  with  them.' 
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'  By  George  !  '  cried  Mr.  Jagenal.  '  If  you 
had  kept  the  facts  to  yourself,  no  one  would 
ever  have  been  any  wiser.  No  one,  because 
the  transfer  of  the  property  is  a  sheer  gift 
made  by  my  client  to  you  without  any  c(.)m- 
pulsion  at  all.  It  is  a  private  transaction  of 
which  I  should  never  have  spoken  to  anyone. 
Well,  Alec,  I  must  not  say  that  you  are 
wrong.  But  many  men — most  men  perhaps 
— with  a  less  keen  sense  of  honour  than 
you — well — I  say  no  more.  Yet  the  loss 
and  disappointment  must  be  a  bitter  pill  for 
you.' 

'  It  is  a  bitter  pill,'  he  replied  truthfully. 
'  More  bitter  than  you  would  suspect.' 

'  You  will  have  the  satisfaction  of  feeling 
that  you  have  behaved  in  this  matter  as  a 
man  of  the  strictest  honour.' 

'  I  am  very  glad,  considering  all  things, 
that  I  have  not  had  the  rubies  in  my  own 
possession,  even  for  a  single  hour.' 

'  That  is  nothing  :  of  course  they  would 
have  been  safe  in  your  hands.  .  Well,  Alec,  I 
am  sorry  for  you.     But  you  are  young :  you 
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are  clever  :  you  are  succeeding  hand  over 
hand :  pay  a  httle  more  attention  to  your 
daily  expenses,  put  down  your  horses  and 
live  for  a  few  years  quietly,  and  you  w^ll 
make  your  own  fortune — ay,  a  fortune  greater 
far  than  was  contained  in  this  unlucky  case  of 
precious  stones.' 

'  I  suppose  you  will  renew  your  search, 
now,  after  the  descendants  of  the  second 
daughter  ? ' 

*  I  suppose  we  must.  Do  not  forget  that 
if  there  are  no  descendants — or,  which  is 
much  the  same  thing,  if  we  cannot  find  them 
in  a  reasonable  time,  I  shall  advise  my  client 
to  transfer  the  jewels  to  the  grandson  of  the 
third  daughter.  And  I  hope,  my  dear  boy — ■ 
I  liope,  I  say,  that  we  may  never  find  those 
descendants.' 

Alec  departed,  a  little  cheered  by  the  con- 
solation that  he  liad  passed  on  the  disappoint- 
ment to  another. 

He  went  home,  and  found  his  wife  in  the 
studio,  apparently  waiting  for  him.  There 
were   dark   rinf^s    round  her  eves.     She    had 
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been  weeping.  Since  the  storm  they  had  not 
spoken  to  each  other. 

He  sat  down  at  his  table — it  was  perfectly 
bare  of  papers — no  sign  of  any  work  at  all 
upon  it — and  waited  for  her  to  begin. 

'Is  it  not  time,'  she  asked,  'that  this 
should  cease  ?  You  have  reproached  me 
enousfh,  I  think.  Eemember,  we  are  on  the 
same  level.  But,  whatever  I  have  done,  it 
was  done  for  your  sake.  Whatever  you  have 
done,  was  done  for  your  own  sake.  Now,  is 
there  goiniz  to  be  an  end  to  this  situation  ? ' 

He  made  a  gesture  of  impatience. 

'  Understand  clearly — if  I  am  to  help  you 
for  the  future  :  if  I  am  going  to  pull  you 
throucfh  this  crisis :  if  I  am  to  direct  and 
invent  and  combine  for  you,  I  mean  to  be 
treated  with  the  semblance  of  kindness — the 
show  of  politeness  at  least.' 

He  sat  up,  moved  by  this  appeal,  which, 
indeed  was  to  his  purse — that  is,  to  his 
heart. 

'  I  say,  my  husband,'  she  repeated,  '  you 
must  understand  me  clearly.      Again,  what  I 
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have  done  was  done  for  you — for  you.  Unless 
you  agree  to  my  conditions  it  sliall  have  been 
done — for  myself.  I  have  four  thousand 
pounds  in  the  bank  in  my  own  name.  You 
cannot  touch  it.  I  shall  go  away  and  live 
upon  that  money — apart  from  you.  And  you 
shall  have  nothini? — nothincf — unless ' 

'  Unless  what  ?  '  He  shook  off  his  wrath 
with  a  mighty  effort,  as  a  sulky  boy  shakes 
off  his  sulks  when  he  perceives  tliat  he 
must,  and  that  instantly  He  threw  off  his 
wrath  and  sat  up  with  a  wan  semblance  of  a 
smile,  a  spectral  smile,  feebly  painted  on  his 
lips.  '  Unless  Avhat,  Zoe  ?  My  dear  child, 
can  vou  not  make  alloAvance  for  a  man 
tried  in  this  terrible  fasliion  ?  I  don't  be- 
lieve that  any  man  was  ever  so  mocked  by 
Fortune.  I  have  been  crushed.  Yes,  any 
terms,  any  condition  you  please.  Let  us 
forget  the  past.  Come,  dear,  let  us  forget 
what  has  happened.'  He  sprang  to  liis  feet 
and  held  out  his  arms. 

She  hesitated  a  moment.  '  Tliere  is  no 
other   place   for    me   now,'    she    murmured. 
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'We  are   on  the  same  level.     I  am  all  yours 
— now.' 

Then  she  drew  herself  away,  and  turned 
again  to  the  table.  '  Come,  Alec,'  she  said, 
'  to  business.  Time  presses.  Sit  down,  and 
give  me  all  your  attention.' 
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CHAPTER  XXYII 

THE     DESERT     ISLAND 

The  train  proceeded  slowly  along  the  head 
of  Mount's  Bay.  the  waters  of  the  hio-h  tide 
washing  up  almost  to  the  sleepers  on  the  line. 
Armorel  let  down  the  window  and  looked  out 
across  the  bay — 

Where  the  great  vision  of  the  guarded  Mouut 
Looks  towards  Namancos  and  Bayona's  hokl. 

'See,  Effie!'  she  cried.  'There  is  Mount's 
Bay.  There  is  tlie  Lizard.  There  is  Pen- 
zance. And  there — oh  !  tliere  is  the  Mount 
itself ! ' 

St.  Michael's  Mount,  always  weird  and 
mysterious,  rose  out  of  tlie  waters  wrapped  in 
a  tliin  white  cloud,  which  the  early  sun  had 
not   yet   been  able  to  dissipate.     I  am  told 

VOL.    III.  Q 
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there  is  a  very  fine  modern  house  upon  the 
Mount.  I  prefer  not  to  beheve  that  story. 
The  phice  should  always  remain  lonely,  awful, 
full  of  mystery  and  wonder.  There  is  also 
said  to  l)e  a  battery  with  guns  upon  it.  Per- 
haps. But  there  are  much  more  wonderful 
things  than  these  to  tell  of  the  rock.  Upon 
its  highest  point  those  gallant  miners — Cap- 
tain Caractac  and  Captain  Caerleon,  botli  of 
Boadicea  Wheal — were  wont  to  stand  gazing 
out  upon  the  stretch  of  waters  expecting  the 
white  sails  and  flashing  oars  of  the  Phoenician 
fleet,  come  to  buy  their  white  and  precious 
tin,  with  strong  wines  from  Syria  and  spices 
from  the  far  East,  and  purple  robes  and 
bronze  SAVords  and  spearheads,  far  better  tlian 
those  made  by  Flint  Jack  of  the  Ordnance 
Department.  Hither  came  white-robed  priests 
with  flowing  beards  and  solemn  faces — faces 
supernaturally  solemn,  till  they  were  alone 
upon  tlie  rock.  Then,  i)erhaps,  an  eyelid 
trembled.  What  they  did  I  know  not,  nor 
did  the  people,  but  it  was  something  truly 
awful,  with  majestic  rites  and  ineffable  mys- 
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teries  and  mumbo-jumbo  of  the  very  noblest. 
Here  St.  Micliael  himself  once,  in  the  ac^es  of 
Faith,  condescended  to  appear.  It  was  to  a 
hermit.  Such  appearances  were  the  prizes  of 
the  profession.  Many  Avent  a-hermitiiig  in 
hopes  of  getting  a  personal  call  from  a  Saint 
who  would  otherwise  have  fought  and  lived 
and  died  quite  like  the  rest  of  tlie  world. 
And,  indeed,  there  were  so  many  Cornish 
Saints — such  as  St.  Bury  an,  St.  Levan,  St. 
Ives,  St.  Just,  St.  Keverne,  St.  Anthony,  not 
to  speak  of  St.  Erth,  St.  Gulval,  St.  Austell, 
St.  Wenn — all  kindly  disposed  saints,  anxious 
to  encourage  hermits,  and  pleased  to  extend 
their  own  sphere  of  usefulness,  that  few  of 
these  holy  men  were  disappointed. 

In  the  bay  the  blue  water  danced  lightly 
in  the  morning  breeze :  the  low,  level  sun- 
light shone  upon  Penzance  on  the  western 
side  :  the  fishini^-boats,  back  from  the  nifxht's 
cruise,  lay  at  their  moorings,  their  brown  sails 
lowered  :  the  merchant-men  and  tradinof  craft 
were  crowded  in  the  port:  beyond,  the  white 
curves   chased  each  otlier  across  the  water, 

Q  2 
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and    sliowed   that,    outside,   the    breeze   was 
fresh  and  the  water  hvely. 

'  We  are  ahnost  at  home,'  said  ArmoreL 
'  There  is  our  steamer  lying  off  the  quay — she 
looks  very  little,  doesn't  she?  Only  a  short 
voyage  of  forty  miles — oh  !  Effie,  I  do  hope 
you  are  a  good  sailor — and  we  shall  be  at 
Hu2fh  Town.' 

'  Are  we  really  arrived  ?  I  believe  I  have 
slept  the  whole  night  through,'  said  Effie,  sit- 
ting up  and  pulling  herself  straight.  '  Oh  ! 
how  lovely  !  ' — as  she  too  looked  out  of 
window.     '  Have  you  slept  well,  Armorel  ?  ' 

'I  don't  think  I  have  been  asleep  much. 
But  I  am  quite  happy,  Effie,  dear—  quite  as 
happy  as  if  I  had  been  sound  asleep  all  night. 
There  are  dreams,  you  know,  which  come  to 
people  in  the  night  when  they  are  awake  as 
well  as  when  they  are  asleep.  I  have  been 
dreaming  all  night  long — one  dream  which 
lasted  all  the  night — one  voice  in  my  ears — ■ 
one  hand  in  mine.  Oh  !  Effie,  I  have  been 
quite  happy  !  '  She  showed  her  happiness  by 
kissing  her  companion.     '  I  am  happier  than 
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I  ever  thought  to  be.     Some  day,  perhaps,  I 
shall  be  able  to  tell  you  why.' 

And  then  the  train  rolled  in  to  Penzance 
Station. 

It  was  only  half  past  seven  in  the  morn- 
ing. The  steamer  would  not  start  till  half 
past  ten.  The  girls  sent  their  luggage  on 
board,  and  then  went  to  one  of  the  hotels 
which  stand  all  in  a  row  facing  the  Esplanade. 
Here  they  repaired  the  ravages  of  the  night, 
which  makes  even  a  beautiful  girl  like 
Armorel  show  like  Beauty  neglected,  and 
then  they  took  breakfast,  and,  in  due  time, 
went  on  board. 

Now  behold  !  They  had  left  in  London  a 
pitiless  nor'-easter  and  a  black  sky.  They 
found  at  Penzance  a  clear  blue  overhead, 
light  and  sunshine,  and  a  glorious  north- 
westerly breeze.  That  is  not,  certainly,  the 
quarter  whose  Avinds  allay  the  angry  waves 
and  soothe  the  heaving  surc^e.  Not  at  all. 
It  is  when  the  wind  is  from  the  north-west 
that  the  waves  rise  highest  and  heaviest. 
Then  the  l)oat  bound  to  Scilly  tosses  and  rolls 
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like  a  round  cork,  yet  persistently  forces  her 
way  westward,  diving,  ploughing,  climbing, 
slipping,  sliding,  and  rolling,  shipping  great 
seas  and  shaking  them  off  again,  always  get- 
ting ahead  somehow.  Then  those  who  come 
forth  at  the  start  with  elastic  step  and  lofty 
looks  lie  low  and  wish  that  some  friend  would 
prod  Father  Time  with  a  bradawl  and  make 
him  run  :  and  those  who  enjoy  the  sea,  Sir, 
and  are  never  sick,  are  fain  to  put  down  tlie 
pipe  with  which  they  proudly  started  and 
sink  into  nothingness.  For  taking  the  conceit 
out  of  a  young  man  there  is  nothing  better 
than  the  voyage  from  Penzance  to  Scilly, 
especially  if  it  be  a  tripper's  voyage — that  is, 
back  again  tlie  same  day. 

There  is,  on  the  Scilly  boat,  a  cabin,  or 
rather  a  roofed  and  walled  apartment,  within 
wliich  is  the  companion  to  the  saloon.  No- 
body ever  goes  into  the  saloon,  though  it  is 
macrnificent  with  red  velvet,  but  round  this 
roofed  space  there  is  a  divan  or  sofa.  And 
here  lie  the  weak  and  fearful,  and  all  those 
who  give  in  and  oppose  no  further  resistance 
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to  the  soft  influences  of  ocean.  Effie  lay 
here,  white  of  cheek  and  motionless.  She 
had  never  been  on  the  sea  before,  and  she 
had  a  rough  and  tumbling  day  to  begin  with, 
and  the  sea  in  glory  and  grandeur — but  all 
was  lost  and  thrown  away  so  far  as  she  was 
concerned.  Armorel  stood  outside,  holding 
to  the  ropes  with  both  hands.  She  was 
dressed  in  a  waterproof:  the  spray  flew  over 
her  :  her  cheek  was  wet  with  it :  her  eyes 
were  bright  with  it  :  the  heavy  seas  dashed 
over  her :  she  laughed  and  shook  her  water- 
proof :  as  for  wet  boots,  what  Scillonian  re- 
gardeth  them  P  And  the  wind — how  it  blew 
through  and  tlirough  lier  !  How  friendly  was 
its  rough  welcome  !  How  splendid  to  be  once 
more  on  rough  water,  the  boat  fighting 
ao^ainst  a  head  wind  and  roUinf^  waves  !  How 
glorious  to  look  out  once  more  upon  the  wild 
ungoverned  waves ! 

It  was  not  until  the  boat  had  rounded  the 
Point  and  was  well  out  in  the  open  that  these 
things  became  really  enjoyable.  Away  south 
stood  the  Wolf  with  its   tall   hghthouse :  you 


232  ARMOREL   OF  LYONESSE 

could  see  the  white  waves  boiUng  and  fight- 
ing around  it  and  climbing  halfway  up. 
Beyond  the  Wolf  a  great  ocean  steamer 
plunged  through  the  water  outward  bound. 
Presently  there  came  flying  past  them  the 
most  beautiful  thing  ever  invented  by  the  wit 
of  man  or  made  by  his  craft,  a  three-masted 
schooner  under  fidl  sail — all  sails  spread — 
not  forging  slowly  along  under  poverty- 
stricken  stays  which  proclaim  an  insuflicient 
crew,  but  flying  over  the  water  under  all  her 
canvas.     She  was  a  French  boat,  of  Havre. 

'  There  is  Scilly,  Miss,'  said  the  steward, 
pointing  out  to  sea. 

Yes;  low  down  the  land  lay,  west  by 
north.  It  looked  like  a  cloud  at  flrst.  Every 
moment  it  grew  clearer  ;  but  always  low 
down.  What  one  sees  at  first  are  the  eastern 
shores  of  St.  Agnes  and  Gugh,  St.  Mary's,  and 
the  Eastern  Islands.  The}^  are  all  massed  to- 
gether, so  that  tlie  eye  cannot  distinguish  one 
from  the  other,  l)ut  all  seem  to  form  con- 
tinuous land.  By  degrees  they  sei)arated. 
Then  one  could   discover   the  South  Channel 
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and  the  North  Channel.  When  the  tide  is 
high  and  the  weather  fair  the  boat  takes  the 
former  :  at  low  tide,  the  latter.  To-day  the 
captain  chose  the  South  Channel.  And  now 
they  were  so  near  the  land  that  Armorel 
could  make  out  Forth ellick  Bay,  and  her 
heart  beat,  thou2[h  she  was  i^oino;  home  to  no 
kith  or  kin,  and  to  nothing  but  her  fainilia, 
her  servino'  folk.  Next  she  made  out  Giants' 
Castle,  then  tlie  Old  Town,  then  Peninnis 
Head,  black  and  threatening.  And  now  they 
were  so  near  tliat  every  earn  and  every 
boulder  upon  it  could  be  made  out  clearly : 
and  one  could  see  the  water  rising  and  falHng 
at  the  foot  of  the  rock,  and  hear  it  roaring 
as  it  was  driven  into  the  dark  caves  and  the 
narrow  places  where  the  rocks  opened  out 
and  made  make-believe  of  a  port  or  haven  of 
refuge.  And  now  Porthcressa  Bay,  and  now 
the  Garrison,  and  smooth  water. 

Then  Armorel  brought  out  Effic,  pale  and 
languid.  '  Now,  dear,  the  voyage  is  over : 
we  are  in  smooth  water,  and  shall  be  in  port 
in  ten  minutes.     Look  round — it   is  all  over  : 
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we  are  in  the  Eoad.    And  over  there — see  ! — 
with  his  twin  hills — is  my  dear  old  Samson.' 

There  was   a   little   crowd   on    the    quay 
waiting^  to  see  the  boat  arrive.    All  of  them — 
boatmen,  fishermen,  and  flower-farmers'  men, 
to    say   nothing    of    those    representing   the 
interests  of  commerce — pressed    forward    to 
welcome   Armorel.     Everybody  remembered 
her,  but  now  she  was  a  grand  young  lady 
who   had   left   them    a   simple   child.     They 
shook    hands   with    her    and    stepped    aside. 
And  then  Peter  came    forward,   looking   no 
older  but  certainly  no  younger,   and  Armorel 
shook  hands  with  him  too.      He  had  the  boat 
alongside,    and    in    five    minutes   more   the 
luggage  was  on  board,  the  mast  was  up,  the 
sail  set,   and  Armorel  was  sitting  in  her  old 
place,   the  strings   in   her   hand,  while  Peter 
held  the  rope  and  looked  out  ahead,  shading 
his    eyes    with    his    right    hand    in    the    old 
familiar  style. 

'  It  is  as  if  I  never  left  home  at  all,'  said 
Armorel.  '  I  sailed  like  this  with  Peter 
yesterday — and  the  day  before.' 
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'  You've  growed,'  said  Peter,  after  an  in- 
quiring gaze,  being  for  the  moment  satisfied 
that  there  was  nothing  ahead  and  that  there 
was  no  immediate  danger  of  shipwreck  on 
the  Nut  Eock  or  Green  Island. 

'  I  am  five  3^ears  okler,'  Armorel  rephed. 

'  It's  been  a  rare  harvest  this  year,'  he 
went  on.  '  I  thought  we  shoukl  never  come 
to  the  end  of  the  daffodils.' 

'  Now  I  am  at  home  indeed,'  said  Armorel, 
'when  I  hear  the  okl,  old  talk  about  the 
flowers.  To-morrow,  Effie,  I  will  show  you 
our  little  fields  where  we  grow  all  the  lovely 
flowers — the  anemone  and  jonquil — the  nar- 
cissus and  the  daffodil.  This  afternoon,  when 
we  have  had  dinner  and  rested  a  little,  I  will 
take  you  all  round  Samson  and  show  you  the 
glories  of  the  place  :  they  are  princi])ally 
views  of  other  islands  :  but  tliere  is  a  head- 
land and  two  bays,  and  tliere  are  tlie  Tombs 
of  the  Kings — the  Ancient  Kings  of  Lyonesse 
— in  one  of  them  Eoland  Lee  ' — slie  blushed 
and  turned  away  her  head — hencefortli,  she 
understood,  tliis  was   a  name  to   be  treated 
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with  more  reverence — '  found  a  golden 
torque,  Avliich  you  have  seen  me  wear.  And 
oh  !  my  dear — you  sliall  be  so  happy  :  the 
Seabreeze  shall  fill  your  soul  with  music  :  the 
seabirds  shall  sing  to  you  :  the  very  waves 
shall  lap  on  the  shore  in  rhyme  and  rhythm 
for  you  :  and  the  sun  of  Scilly,  which  is  so 
warm  and  glowing,  but  never  too  warm,  shall 
colour  that  pale  cheek  of  yours,  and  fdl  out 
that  spare  form.  And  oh,  Effie !  I  hope  you 
will  not  get  tired  of  Samson  and  of  me  !  We 
are  two  maidens  livins^  on  a  desert  island  : 
there  is  nobody  to  talk  to  except  each  other : 
we  shall  wander  about  together  as  we  list. 
Oh,  I  am  so  happy,  Effie ! — and  oh,  my  dear, 
I  am  so  hungry  ! ' 

Tlie  boat  ran  up  over  the  white  sand  of 
the  beach.  They  jumped  out,  and  Armorel, 
leaving  Peter  to  bring  along  the  trunks  by  the 
assistance  of  the  donkey,  led  the  way  over 
the  southern  hill  to  Holy  Farm. 

'  Effie,'  she  said,  '  I  have  been  tormented 
this  morning  with  the  fear  that  everything 
would  look  small.     I  was  afraid  that  my  old 
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memories — a  child's  memories — would  seem 
distorted  and  exaggerated.  Now  I  am  not  in 
the  least  afraid.  Samson  has  got  all  his  acres 
still :  he  looks  quite  as  big  and  quite  as  homely 
as  ever  he  did — the  boulders  are  as  hui^e,  the 
rocks  are  as  steep.  I  remember  every  boulder, 
Effie,  and  every  bush,  and  every  patch  of 
brown  fern,  and  almost  every  traihng  branch 
of  bramble.  How  glorious  it  is  here  !  How 
the  Seabreeze  sweeps  across  the  hill — it  comes 
all  the  way  from  America — across  the  Atlan- 
tic !  Effie,  I  declare  you  are  looking  rosier 
already.     I    must    sing — I   must,    indeed — I 

always  used  to  sing  !- '     She  threw  up  her 

arms  in  the  old  gesture,  and  sang  a  loud  and 
clear  and  joyous  burst  of  song — sang  like  the 
lark  springing  from  the  ground,  because  it 
cannot  choose  but  sing.  'I  used  to  jump, 
too  ;  but  I  do  not  w^ant,  somehow,  to  jump 
any  more.  All,  Effie,  I  was  quite  certain 
there  would  be  some  falhng-olT,  but  I  could 
not  tell  in  what  direction.  I  can  no  loncrer 
jump.  That  comes  of  getting  old.  To  be 
sure,  I  did  not  jump  when  I  took  Roland  Lee 
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about  tlie  islands.  Sometimes  I  sang,  but  1 
was  ashamed  to  jump.  Here  we  are  upon  the 
top.  It  is  not  a  mighty  Alp,  is  it  ? — but  it 
serves.  Look  round — but  only  for  a  moment, 
because  Chessun  will  have  dinner  waiting  for 
us,  and  you  are  exhausted  by  your  bad  pass- 
age— you  poor  thing.  This  is  our  way,  down 
the  narrow  lanes.  Here  our  fields  begin :  tlie)^ 
are  each  about  as  big  as  a  dinner-table.  See 
the  tall  hedges  to  keep  off  the  nortli  wind  : 
there  is  a  field  of  narcissus,  but  there  are  no 
more  flowers,  and  the  leaves  are  dying  away. 
This  way  !     Ah  !     Here  we  are  !  ' 

The  house  did  not  look  in  the  least  mean, 
or  any  smaller  tlian  Ar morel  expected.  Slie 
became  even  prouder  of  it.  Where  else 
could  one  find  a  row  of  palms,  with  great 
verbena-trees  and  prickly  pear  and  aloes,  not 
to  speak  of  the  creepers  over  the  porch,  the 
gilt  figure-head,  and  the  big  ship's  lantern 
hung  in  the  porch  ?  Within,  the  sunlight 
poured  into  tlie  low  rooms — all  of  them  look- 
ing south — and  made  them  briglit :  in  tlie 
room  wliere  formerly  the  ancient  lady  j)assed 
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her  time  in  the  hooded  chair — the  lady  passed 
away  and  the  chair  gone — the  cloth  was 
spread  for  dinner.  And  in  the  porch  were 
gathered  the  serving-folk — Justinian  not  a  day 
older,  Dorcas  unchanged,  and  Chessun  thin 
and  worn,  almost  as  old,  to  look  at,  as  her 
mother.  And  as  soon  as  the  greetings  were 
over,  and  the  questions  asked  and  answered, 
and  the  news  told  of  the  harvest  and  tlie 
prices,  and  the  girls  had  run  all  over  the 
house,  Chessun  brought  in  the  dinner. 

It  is  a  blessed  thing  that  we  must  eat,  be- 
cause upon  this  necessity  we  have  woven  so 
many  pretty  customs.  We  eat  a  welcome 
home :  we  eat  a  godspeed  :  we  eat  together 
because  we  love  each  other :  we  eat  to  celebrate 
anything  and  everything.  Above  all,  upon 
sucli  an  event  as  the  return  of  one  who  has 
long  been  parted  from  us  Ave  make  a  little 
banquet.  Thought  and  pains  had  been  be- 
stowed upon  the  dinner  which  Chessun  placed 
upon  the  table.  Dorcas  stood  by  the  table, 
watch ini^  the  effect  of  her  cares.  First  there 
.was  a  chicken  roasted,  with  bread  crumbs — a 
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bird  blessed  with  a  delicacy  of  flavour  and  a 
tenderness  of  flesh  and  a  willingness  to  sepa- 
rate at  the  joints  unknown  beyond  the  shores 
of    Scilly :    Dorcas    said    so,    and    tlie    girls 
beheved  it — Effie,  at  least,  willing  to  beheve 
that  nothino'  in  the  world  was  so  i^ood  as  in 
this  happy  realm  of  Queen  Armorel.     Dorcas 
also  invited  special  attention  to  the  home-cured 
ham,  which  was,  she  justly  remarked,  mild  as 
a  peach :  the  potatoes,  served  in  their  skins, 
were  miracles  of  mealiness — had  Armorel  met 
with  such  potatoes  out  of  Samson  ?  had  the 
young  lady,  her  visitor,  ever  seen  or  dreamed 
of  such  potatoes  ?     There  was  spinach  grown 
on  the  farm,  freshly  cut,  redolent  of  the  earth, 
frasrant  with  the  Seabreeze.     And  there  was 
home-made    bread,    sweet,    wholesome,    and 
firm.     There  was  also  placed  upon  the  table  a 
Brown  George,  filled  witli  home-brewed,  fur- 
nished with  a  head  snow-wliite,  venerable,  and 
benevolent,  such  a  head  as  not  all  the  brew- 
eries of  Burton — or  even  of  the  whole  House 
of  Lords  combined — could  furnish.    Alas  !  that 
head  smiled  in  vain  upon  this  degenerate  pair. 
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They  would  not  drink  the  nut-brown,  sparkhng 
beer.  It  was  not  wasted,  however.  Peter 
had  it  when  he  brought  the  pack-ass  to  the 
porch  laden  with  the  last  trunk.  Nor  did 
they  so  much  as  remove  the  stopper  from  the 
decanter  containinc^  a  bottle  of  the  famous 
blackberry  wine,  the  primest  cru  of  Samson, 
opened  expressly  for  this  dinner.  Yet  this 
was  not  wasted  either,  for  Justinian,  who 
knew  a  glass  of  good  wine,  took  it  witli  three 
successive  suppers.  Is  it  beneath  the  dignity 
of  history  to  mention  pudding  P  Consider : 
pudding  is  festive :  pudding  contributes  largely 
to  the  happiness  of  youth.  Armorel  and 
Effie  tackled  tlie  pudding  as  only  the  young 
and  hungry  can.  And  this  day,  perhaps  from 
tlie  promptings  of  simple  piety,  being  rejoiced 
that  Armorel  was  back  again  ;  perhaps  from 
some  undeveloped  touch  of  poetry  in  her 
nature,  Chessun  placed  upon  the  table  that 
delicacy  seldom  seen  at  the  tables  of  the  un- 
fortunate Great — who  really  get  so  few  of  the 
good  things — known  as  Grateful  Pudding. 
You  know  the  ingredients  of  this  deliglitful 

VOL.    III.  R 
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dish  ?  More.  To  mark  the  day,  Chessun 
actually  made  it  with  cream  instead  of  milk  ! 

'  To-morrow,'  said  Ar morel,  fired  with 
emulation,  '  I  will  show  you,  Efiie,  what  I  can 
do  in  the  way  of  puddings  and  cakes.  I 
always  used  to  make  them  :  and,  unless  my 
lightness  of  hand  lias  left  me,  I  think  you  will 
admire  my  teacakes,  if  not  my  puddings. 
Roland  Lee  praised  them  both.  But,  to  be 
sure,  he  was  so  easily  pleased.  He  liked 
everything  on  the  island.  He  even  liked — 
oh  !     Effie  ! — he  liked  me.' 

'  That  was  truly  wonderful,  Armorel.' 

'  Now,  Effie,  dear,  lie  down  in  this  chair 
beside  the  window.  You  can  look  straiij^ht 
lut  to  sea — that  is  JBishop's  Eock,  with  its 
lighthouse.  Lie  down  and  rest,  and  I  will 
talk  to  you  about  Scilly  and  Samson  and  my 
own  people.  Or  I  will  play  to  you  if  you  like. 
I  am  glad  the  new  piano  has  arrived  safely.' 

'  I  like  to  look  round  this  beautiful  old 
room.  How  strano;e  it  is!  I  have  never  seen 
such  a  room — with  thinij^s  so  odd.' 

'  They  are  all  things  from  foreign  lands, 
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and  tilings  cast  up  by  the  sea.  If  you  like 
odd  things  I  will  show  you,  presently,  my 
punch-bowls  and  the  snuff-boxes  and  Avatches 
and  things.  I  did  not  give  all  of  them  to  the 
care  of  Mr.  Jagenal  five  years  ago  ' 

'  It  is  wonderful :  it  is  lovely  :  as  if  one 
could  ever  tire  of  such  a  place !  ' 

'  Lie  down,  dear,  and  rest.  You  have  had 
such  a  tossing  about  that  you  must  rest  after 
it,  or  you  may  be  ill.  It  promises  to  be  a  fine 
and  clear  evening.  If  it  is  we  will  go  out  by- 
and-by  and  see  the  sun  set  behind  the  Western 
Eocks.' 

'We  are  on  a  desert  island,'  Effie  mur- 
mured obediently,  lying  down  and  closing  her 
eyes.  '  Nobody  here  but  ourselves :  we  can 
do  exactly  what  we  please  :  tliink  of  it, 
Armorel !  Nobody  wants  any  money,  here  : 
nobody  jostles  his  neighbour:  nobody  tramples 
upon  his  friend.  It  is  like  a  dream  of  the 
primitive  life.' 

'  With  improvements,  dear  Effie.  My 
ancestors  used  to  lead  the  primitive  life  when 
Samson  was  a  lioly  island  and  the  cemetery  of 
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the  Kings  of  Lyonesse  :  they  went  about  bare- 
footed and  they  were  dressed  in  skins  :  they 
fought  the  wolves  and  bears,  and  if  they  did 
not  kill  the  creatures,  why,  the  creatures 
killed  them :  they  were  always  fighting  the 
nearest  tribe.  And  they  sucked  the  marrow- 
bones, Effie,  think  of  that !  Oh !  we  have 
made  a  wonderful  advance  in  the  civilisation 
of  iSamsou  Island.' 


M: 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII 

AT    HOME 

'I  AM  SO  very  ])leasecl  to  see  you  liere,  Mr. 
Stephenson.'  Mrs.  Feilding  welcomed  him 
witli  her  sweetest  and  most  gracious  smile. 
'  To  attract  our  few  really  sincere  critics — 
there  are  so  many  incompetent  pretenders — as 
well  as  the  leaders  in  all  the  Arts  is  my  great 
ambition.     And  now  you  have  come.' 

'  You  are  very  kind,'  said  Dick,  blushing. 
I  dare  say  he  is  a  really  great  critic  at  the 
hours  when  he  is  not  a  most  superior  clerk  in 
the  Admiralty.  At  the  same  time,  one  is  not 
often  told  the  whole,  ihe  naked,  the  gratifying 
truth. 

'  To  have  a  salon,  tluit  is  my  desire  :  to  fill 
it  with  men  of  liuht  and  leadine^.  Xow  you 
have  broken  the  ice,  you  will  come  often,  will 
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you  not?  Every  Sunday  evening,  at  least. 
My  husband  will  be  most  pleased  to  find  you 
here.' 

'  Again,  3^ou  are  very  kind.' 

'  We  saw  you  yesterday  afternoon  at  that 
poor  boy's  matinee  ;  did  we  not  ?  The  crush 
was  too  OTeat  for  us  to  exchange  a  word  with 
you.     What  do  you  think  of  the  piece  ?  ' 

'I  always  liked  it.  I  was  present,  you 
know,  at  the  reading  that  night.' 

'  Oh  yes ;  tlie  reading — Armorel  Eosevean's 
Eeading.  Yes.  Though  that  hardly  gave 
one  an  idea  of  the  play.' 

'  The  piece  went  very  well  indeed.  I  should 
think  it  will  catch  on ;  but  of  course  the 
public  are  very  capricious.  One  never  knows 
whether  they  will  take  to  a  tiling  or  not.  To 
my  mind  there  is  every  prospect  of  success. 
In  any  case,  young  Wilmot  has  shown  that  he 
possesses  poetical  and  dramatic  powers  of  a 
very  high  order  indeed.  He  seems  the  most 
promising  of  the  men  before  us  at  present. 
That  is,  if  lie  keeps  up  to  the  standard  of  this 
first  effort.' 
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'  Ye — es  ?  Of  course  we  must  discount 
some  of  the  promise.  You  have  heard,  for 
instance,  that  my  husband  lent  his  advice  and 
assistance  ? ' 

'  He  said  so,  after  the  reading,  did  he 
not?' 

'  Nobod}^  knows,  Mr.  Stephenson,'  she 
clasped  her  hands  and  turned  those  eyes  of 
limpid  blue  upon  the  young  man,  '  how  many 
successes  my  husband  has  helped  to  make  by 
his  timely  assistance !  What  he  did  to  this 
particular  play  I  do  not  know,  of  course. 
During  the  reading  and  during  yesterday's 
performance,  I  seemed  to  hear  his  voice 
through  all  the  acts.  It  haunted  me.  But 
Alec  said  notliinc^.  He  sat  in  silence,  smilino'. 
as  if  he  had  never  heard  the  words  before. 
Oh  !  It  is  wonderful !  And  now — not  a  word 
of  recognition  !  You  help  people  to  chmb 
up,  and  then  they  pretend — they  pretend — 
to  have  got  up  by  tlieir  own  exertions !  Not 
that  Alec  expects  gratitude  or  troubles  him- 
self much  about  tliese  things,  but,  naturally^ 
I  feel  hurt.     And  oli  !  Mr.  Steplienson,  what 
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must  be  the  conscience  of  the  man — how  can 
he  bear  to  hve — who  goes  about  the  world 
pretendmg — pretending,'  she  shook  her  head 
sadly,  'pretending  to  have  written  other  men's 
works !  ' 

'  Men  will  do  anything,  I  suppose.  This 
kind  of  assistance  ought,  however,  to  be  re- 
cos^nised.  I  will  make  some  allusion  to  it  in 
my  notice  of  the  play.  Meantime,  if  I  can 
read  the  future  at  all.  Master  Archie  Wilmot's 
fortune  is  made,  and  he  will.' 

'  Mr.  Eoland  Lee  showed  his  picture  tliat 
night.  He  had  just  come  out  of  a  madliouse, 
had  he  not  ?  ' 

'Not  quite  that.  He  failed,  and  dropped 
out.  But  what  he  did  with  himself  or  how 
he  lived  for  three  years  I  do  not  exactly 
know.  He  has  returned,  and  never  alludes 
to  that  time.' 

'And  he  exactly  imitates  my  husband,  I 
am  told.' 

'  No,  no — not  exactly.  Tlie  resemblance 
is  close,  only  an  experienced  critic ' — Oh  ! 
Dick   Stephenson  ! — -'  could    discern  the  real 
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differences  of  treatment.'  Mrs.  Feilding 
smiled.  '  But  I  knew  him  before  he  disap- 
peared, and  I  assure  you  his  method  was  then 
the  same  as  it  is  now.  Very  much  Hke  your 
husband's  style,  yet  with  a  difference.' 

'  I  am  «flad  there  is  a  difference.  An  artist 
ouglit,  at  least,  to  have  a  style  of  his  own. 
You  know,  I  suppose,  that  Armorel  has  gone 
away  ? ' 

'  I  have  heard  so.' 

'  It  became  possible  for  us  at  last  to  ac- 
knowledge things.  So  I  joined  my  liusband. 
Armorel  went  home — to  her  own  home  in  the 
Scilly  Islands.  She  took  Effie  Wilmot  witli 
her.  Indeed,  the  girl's  flatteries  have  become 
necessary  to  her.  I  fear  she  was  unhapp}% 
poor  child  !  I  sometimes  think,  Mr.  Stephen- 
son, tliat  she  saw  too  much  of  Alec.  Of 
course  he  was  a  good  deal  witli  us,  and  I 
could  not  tell  lier  the  whole  trutli,  and — and 
— girls'  heads  are  easily  turned,  you  know, 
when  genius  seems  to  be  attracted.  Poor 
Armorel ! '  slie  sighed,  playing  witli  her  fan. 
'  Time,  I  dare  say,  will  help  lier  to  forget.' 
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'  It  is  a  pity,'  said  Dick  Stephenson,  chan- 
ging the  subject,  because  he  did  not  quite 
beheve  this  version,  'it  is  a  pity  that  Mr. 
Feilding,  who  can  give  such  admirable  advice 
to  a  young  dramatist,  does  not  write  a  play 
himself.' 

'  Hush  ! '  she  looked  all  round,  '  nobody 
is  listening.  Alec  lias  written  a  play,  Mr. 
Stephenson.  It  is  a  three-act  drama  —  a 
tragedy — strong — oh  !  so  strong — so  strong  ! ' 
She  clasped  her  hands  again,  letting  the  fan 
dangle  from  her  wrist.  '  So  effective !  I 
don't  know  when  I  have  seen  a  play  witli 
more  striking  situations.  It  is  accepted.  But 
not  a  word  has  yet  been  said  about  it.' 

'  May  I  say  sometliing  about  it  ?  Will  3^ou 
let  me  be  the  first  to  announce  it,  and  to  give 
some  little  account  of  it  ?  ' 

'  I  will  ask  Alec.  If  he  consents,  I  will 
tell  you  more  about  the  play.  And,  my  dear 
Mr.  Stephenson,  you,  one  of  our  old  friends, 
really  ought  to  do  some  work  for  the  paper.' 

'  I  liave  not  been  asked,'  he  replied, 
colourimi,  for  lie  was  still  at  tliat  sta<2^e  when 
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the  dramatic  critic  is  flattered  by  being  in- 
vited to  write  for  a  paper. 

'You  sliall  be.  How  do  you  like  the 
paper  ? ' 

'  It  has  so  completely  changed  its  charac- 
ter, one  would  think  that  the  whole  staff  had 
been  changed.  Everybody  reads  it  now,  and 
everybody  takes  it,  I  believe.' 

'  The  circulation  has  gone  up  by  leaps  and 
bounds.  It  is  really  w^onderful.  But,  Mr. 
Stephenson,  here  is  one  of  the  reasons.  Give 
me  a  little  credit — poor  me  !  I  cannot  write, 
but  I  can  look  on,  and  I  have  a  pair  of  eyes, 
and  I  can  see  things.  Kow,  I  saw  that  Alec 
was  killing  himself  with  writing.  Every  week 
a  story ;  also,  every  week,  a  poem  ;  every 
week  an  original  article  ;  and  then  those 
notes.  I  made  him  stop.  I  said  to  him, 
"  Stamp  your  own  individuality  on  every  line 
of  the  paper ;  but  write  it  yourself  no  longer. 
Edit  it."  You  see,  it  is  not  as  if  Alec  had  to 
prove  his  powers :  he  has  proved  them  al- 
ready. So  he  can  afford  to  let  others  do  the 
jiard  Avork,  while  he  adds  the  ma<?ic  toucli — 
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the  touch  of  genms — that  touch  that  goes  to 
the  heart.     And  the  result  you  see.' 

'  Yes  ;  the  brightest  —  cleverest  —  most 
varied  paper  that  exists.' 

'  With  a  large  staff.  Formerly  Alec  and 
one  or  two  others  formed  the  whole  staff. 
Well,  Mr.  Stephenson,  I  know  that  Alec  is 
going  to  ask  you  to  do  some  of  the  dramatic 
criticism,  and  if  you  consent  I  shall  be  very 
pleased  to  have  been  the  first  to  mention  it.' 

It  will  be  understood  from  this  conversa- 
tion that  the  new  methods  of  managing  tlie 
business  of  the  Firm  were  essentially  different 
from  tlie  old.  The  paper  had  taken  a  new 
departure  :  it  prospered.  It  was  understood 
that  the  editor  put  less  of  his  own  work  into 
it  ;  but  the  articles,  verses,  and  stories  were 
all  unsigned,  and  no  one  could  tell  exactly 
which  were  his  papers  :  therefore,  as  all  were 
clever,  his  reputation  remained  on  tlie  same 
level.  Also,  there  was  a  tliick  and  solid  mass 
of  advertisements  each  week,  which  repre- 
sented public  confidence  widespread  and  deep. 
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'  Give  me,'  cries  the  proprietor  of  a  paper, 
'  the  confidence  of  advertisers.  That  is  proof 
enough  of  popidarity.' 

Mrs.  Feilding  moved  to  another  part  of 
the  room,  and  began  to  talk  with  another 
man. 

'  My  husband,'  slie  said,  '  has  prepared  a 
Httle  surprise  for  us  tliis  evening.  I  say  for 
us,  because  I  have  not  seen  what  he  has  to 
show — since  it  came  back  from  the  frame- 
maker.' 

'  It  is  a  picture,  then  ?  ' 

'  A  picture  in  a  new  style.  He  has  aban- 
doned for  a  time  his  coast  and  seashore 
studies.  This  is  in  quite  a  new  style.  I  think 
— I  hope — that  it  will  be  liked  as  well  as  his 
old.' 

'  He  is  indeed  a  wonderful  man  ! ' 

'  Is  he  not  ?  '  She  laughed — a  low  and 
musical — a  contented  and  a  happy  laugh. 
'  Is  he  not  ?  You  never  know  what  Alec  may 
be  going  to  do  next.' 

Mrs.    Feilding's     Sundays    have    already 
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become  a  great  success :  such  a  success  as  a 
woman  of  the  world  may  desire,  and  a  clever 
woman  can  achieve.  There  is  once  more,  as 
she  says  proudly,  a  salon  in  London.  If  it 
does  not  quite  take  the  lead  tliat  she  pretends 
in  Art  and  Letters,  it  is  always  full.  Men 
who  go  there  once,  go  again  :  they  find  the 
kind  of  entertainment  that  they  like  :  plenty 
of  people  for  talk,  to  begin  with.  Then,  every 
man  is  made,  by  the  hostess,  to  feel  that  his 
own  position  in  the  literary  and  artistic  world 
is  above  even  his  own  estimate :  that  is  sooth- 
ing :  in  fact,  the  note  of  the  salon  is  apprecia- 
tion—not mutual  admiration,  as  the  envious 
do  enviously  aflSrm.  Moreover,  everybody  in 
the  salon  has  done  something — perhaps  not 
much,  but  something.  And  then  the  place  is 
one  where  the  talk  is  delightfully  free,  almost 
as  free  as  in  a  club  smoking-room.  Every 
evening,  again,  there  is  some  kind  of  enter- 
tainment, but  not  too  much,  because  the  salon 
has  to  keep  up  its  reputation  for  conversation, 
and  music  destroys  conversation.  '  Let  us,' 
said   Mrs.   Feilding,   '  revive   tlie  dead  art  of 
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conversation.  Let  the  men  in  this  room  make 
their  reputation  as  they  did  a  hundred  years 
ago,  for  brilUant  talk.'  I  have  not  heard 
that  Mrs.  Feikling  has  yet  developed  a  talker 
like  the  mighty  men  of  old  :  perhaps  one  will 
come  aloncf  later :  those,  however,  who  have 
looked  into  the  subject  with  an  ambition  in 
that  line,  and  liave  ascertained  the  nature  of 
the  epigrams,  repartees,  retorts,  quips,  jokes, 
and  personal  observations  attributed  to  Messrs. 
Douo'las  Jerrold  and  his  brilliant  circle  are 
doubtfid  of  reviving  that  Art  except  in  a 
modiiied  and  a  greatly  chastened,  even  an 
effeminate  form. 

The  entertainments  provided  by  Mrs. 
Feikling  consisted  of  a  little  music  or  a  .little 
singing — always  by  a  young  and  little-known 
professional :  there  was  generally  something 
in  the  fashion — young  lady  w^ith  a  banjo  or  a 
tum-tum,  or  anything  which  was  popular  : 
young  gentleman  to  whistle  :  young  actor  or 
actress  to  give  a  character  sketch  :  sometimes 
a  picture  sent  in  for  private  exhibition  :  some- 
times  a  httle  poem  printed   for  tlie  evening 
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and  handed  about — one  never  knew  what 
would  be  done. 

But  always  tlie  hostess  would  be  gracious, 
winning,  caressing,  sniihng,  and  talking  in- 
cessantly :  always  she  would  be  gliding  about 
the  room,  making  her  friends  talk :  the  happy 
wife  of  the  most  accomplished  and  most  ver- 
satile man  in  London.  And  always  that 
illustrious  genius  himself,  calm  and  grave, 
taking  Art  seriously,  laying  down  with  autho- 
rity the  opinion  that  should  be  held  to  a 
circle  who  surrounded  him.  The  circle  con- 
sisted chiefly  of  women  and  of  young  men. 
Older  men,  with  that  reluctance  to  listen  to 
the  voice  of  Authority  which  distinguishes 
many  after  thirty,  held  aloof  and  talked  with 
each  otlier.  '  Alec  Feilding,'  said  one  of  them, 
expressing  the  general  opinion,  '  may  be  a 
mighty  clever  fellow,  but  he  talks  like  a  dull 
book.  You've  heard  it  all  before.  And 
you've  heard  it  better  put.  It's  wonderful 
that  such  a  clever  dog  should  be  such  a  dull 
dog.' 

Tlicy  came,  however,  in  spite  of  the  dul- 
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ness  :    the    wife    would    have    carried    off    a 
hundred  dull  dogs. 

As  in  certain  earlier  and  better-known 
circles,  the  men  greatly  outnumbered  the 
women.  '  I  am  not  in  love  with  my  own  sex/ 
said  Mrs.  Feilding,  quite  openly.  '  I  prefer 
the  society  of  men.'  But  some  women  came 
of  their  own  accord,  and  some  were  brouc^ht 
by  their  fathers,  husbands,  lovers,  and  brothers. 
No  one  could  say  that  ladies  kept  away  from 
Mrs.  Feilding' s  Sunday  evenings. 

This  evening,  the  principal  thing  was  the 
uncovering  of  a  new  picture — Mr.  Feilding's 
new  picture. 

At  ten  o'clock  the  painter-poet,  in  obe- 
dience to  a  whisper  from  his  wife,  moved 
slowly,  followed  by  his  ring  of  disciples — 
male  and  female — all  young — a  callow  brood 
— to  the  upper  end  of  the  room,  where  was 
an  easel.  A  picture  stood  upon  it,  but  a  large 
careen  cloth  was  thrown  over  it. 

'  I  thought,'  said  Mr.  Alec  Feilding,  in  his 
most  dignified  manner,  '  tliat  you  would  like 
to  see  this  picture  before  anyone  else.     It  is 
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one  of  the  little  privileges  of  our  Sund ay- 
evenings  to  show  tilings  to  each  other.  Some 
of  you  may  remember,'  he  said,  with  the 
true  humility  of  genius,  '  that  I  have  ex- 
hibited, hitherto,  chiefly  pictures  of  coast 
scenery.  I  have  always  been  of  opinion  that 
a  man  should  not  confine  himself  to  one  class 
of  subjects.  His  purchasing  public  may 
demand  it,  bv/:  tlie  true  artist  should  dis- 
regard all  and  any  considerations  connected 
with  money.' 

'Your  true  artist  hasn't  always  got  a 
weekly  journal  to  fall  back  upon,'  groAvled 
a  young  A.E.A.  who  did  stick  to  one  class 
of  subjects.  He  had  been  brought  there. 
As  a  rule,  artists  are  not  found  at  Mrs.  Feild- 
ing's,  nor  do  they  rally  round  the  cleverest 
man  in  London. 

'  I  say,'  repeated  tlie  really  great  man, 
*  that  the  wishes  of  buyers  must  not  be 
weighed  for  an  instant  in  comparison  with 
the  true  interests  of  Art.' 

'Like  a  copy-book,'  murmured  tlie  Asso- 
ciate. 
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'  Therefore,  I  have  attempted  a  new  hne 
altogether.  I  have  made  new  studies.  They 
have  cost  a  great  deal  of  time  and  trouble 
and  anxious  thought.  It  is  quite  a  new 
departure.  I  anticipate,  beforehand,  what 
you  will  say  at  first.     But — Eccolo  ! ' 

He  lifted  the  ofreen  cloth.  At  the  same 
moment  his  wife  turned  up  a  light  that  stood 
beside  the  painting.  He  disclosed  a  really 
very  beautiful  painting :  a  group  of  trees 
beside  a  shallow  pool  of  water :  the  trees 
were  leafless  :  a  little  snow  lay  at  their  roots  : 
the  pool  was  frozen  over :  there  was  a  little 
mist  over  the  ground,  and  between  the  trunks 
one  saw  the  settino;  sun. 

'  By  Jove !  It's  a  Belgian  picture  ! '  cried 
the  Associate.  And,  indeed,  you  may  see 
hundreds  of  pictures  exactly  in  this  style  in 
the  Brussels  cralleries,  where  the  artists  are 
never  tired  of  painting  the  flat  country  and 
the  trees,  at  every  season  and  under  every 
light. 

'  Precisely,'  said  the  painter.  '  That  is 
the  remark  which  I  anticipated.     Let  us  call 

8    2 
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it — if  you  like  —  a  Belgian  picture.  The 
subject  is  English  :  the  treatment,  perhaps, 
Belgian.  For  my  part,  I  am  not  too  proud 
to  learn  something  from  the  Belgians.' 

The  Associate  touched  the  man  nearest 
him — an  artist,  not  yet  an  Associate — by  the 
arm. 

'  Ghost:} ! '  he  murmured.  '  Spooks  and 
ghosts  ! ' 

'Sjjectres  ! '  replied  the  other.  'Phantoms 
and  bogies  ! ' 

'  A  Haunted  Studio  I '  said  the  Associate. 
'  My  knees  totter  !     My  hair  stands  on  end  ! ' 

'  I  tremble — I  have  goose-flesh  ! '  replied 
his  friend. 

'Let  us — let  us  run  to  the  Society  of 
Psychical  Eesearch ! '  whispered  the  Asso- 
ciate. 

'  Let  us  swiftly  run  ! '  said  the  other. 

They  fled,  swiftly  and  softly.  Only  Mrs. 
Feilding  observed  their  flight.  She  also 
gathered  from  tlieir  looks  the  subject  of  their 
talk.  And  she  resolved  that  she  would  not, 
henceforth,  encourage  artists   at  ]ier  Sunday 
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evenings.  She  turned  to  Dick  Stephen- 
son. 

'  Yon,  Mr.  Stephenson,'  she  said,  '  who 
are  a  true  critic  and  understand  work,  tell 
me  what  you  think  of  the  picture.' 

The  great  critic — he  was  not  really  a 
humbug ;  he  was  very  fond  of  looking  at 
pictures  ;  only,  you  see,  he  was  not  an  artist 
— advanced  to  the  front,  bent  forward,  con- 
sidered a  few  moments,  and  then  spoke. 

'  A  dexterous  piece  of  work — truly  dex- 
terous in  the  highest  sense  :  full  of  observa- 
tion intelligently  and  poetically  rendered  : 
careful:  truthful:  with  intense  feeling.  I 
could  hardly  have  believed  that  any  Eng- 
lish painter  was  capable  of  work  in  this 
genre! 

The  people  all  gazed  upon  the  canvas 
with  rapt  admiration  :  they  murmured  that 
it  was  wonderful  and  beautiful.  Then  Alec 
covered  up  the  picture,  and  somebody  began 
to  play  something. 

'Alec,'    said    Mr.    Jagenal,    who    seldom 
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came  to  these  gatherings,  '  I  congratulate 
you.  Your  picture  is  very  good.  And  in  a 
new  style.  When  will  you  be  content  to 
settle  down  in  the  jog-trot  that  the  British 
public  love  ? ' 

'  Let  me  change  my  subject  sometimes. 
When  I  am  tired  of  trees  I  will  go  back, 
perhaps  to  the  coast  and  seapieces.' 

'  Ah  !     But  take    care.     There's    a  fellow 

coming  along By  the  way,  Alec,  I  have 

made  a  discovery  lately.' 

'  What  is  it  ? ' 

'  About  those  rubies.  Why,  man  ' — for 
Alec  turned  suddenly  pale — '  you  remember 
that  business  still  ?  ' 

'Indeed  I  do,'  he  replied.  'And  I  am 
not  likely  to  forget  it  in  a  hurry.' 

'  My  dear  boy,  to  paint  such  pictures  is 
worth  many  such  bags  of  precious  stones,  if 
you  will  only  think  so.' 

'  Wliat's  your  discovery  ? '  Alec  asked 
hoarsely. 

'  Well ;  I  have  found,  quite  accidentally, 
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the  eldest  grandcluld  of  the  second  daughter 
— your  great-aunt.' 

'  Oh  ! '  Aorain  he  chanized  colour.  '  Then 
you  will,  I  suppose,  hand  him  over  the 
tilings.' 

'Yes,  certainly.  I  have  sent  for  hira. 
He  does  not  yet  know  Avliat  I  want  him 
for.  And  I  shall  give  him  the  jewels  in  obedi- 
ence to  Armorel's  instructions.  Alec,  I  have 
always  been  desperately  sorry  for  your  un- 
fortunate discovery.' 

'  It  caused  a  pang,  certainly.  And  who 
is  my  cousin  ?  ' 

'  Well,  Alec,  I  will  not  tell  you  until  I 
have  made  quite  sure.  Not  that  there  is  any 
doubt.  But  I  liad  better  not.  You  will 
perhaps  like  to  make  his  acquaintance.  Per- 
haps you  know  him  already.  I  don't  say, 
mind.' 

'  Well,  Sir,'  said  Alec,  '  when  he  reahses 
the  extent  and  value  of  this  windfall,  I  expect 
he  will  show  a  depth  of  gratitude  which  will 
astonish  you.     I  do,  indeed.' 
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'  Zoe,'  lie  said,  when  everybody  was  gone, 
*  are  you  quite  sure  that  in  the  matter  of 
those  rubies  your  action  can  never  be  dis- 
covered ?  ' 

'  Any  tiling  may  be  discovered.  But  I 
think — I  believe  —  that  it  will  be  difficult. 
Why  ? ' 

'  Because  my  cousin,  the  grandson  of 
Eobert  Fletcher's  second  daughter,  has  been 
found,  and  he  will  receive  the  jewels  to- 
morrow. And  when  he  finds  out  what  they 
are  worth ' 

'  Then,  Alec,  it  will  be  asked  who  had 
the  jewels.  They  were  taken  to  the  bank 
by  Mr.  Jagenal  and  taken  thence  to  Mr. 
Jagenal.  What  have  you — what  have  I — to 
do  with  them  ?  Don't  think  about  it,  Alec. 
It  has  nothing  to  do  with  us.  No  suspicion 
can  possibly  attach  to  us.  Forget  the  whole 
business.  The  eveninc^  went  off  verv  well. 
The  picture  struck  everybody  very  mucli. 
And  I've  laid  the  foundation  for  curiosity 
about  the  play.  And  as  for  the  paper,  I 
was    going  into  the  accounts    this    morning  : 
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it  is  paying  at  the  rate  of  three  thousand 
a  year.  Alec,  you  have  never  until  now 
been  really  and  truly  the  cleverest  man  in 
London,' 
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CHAPTER   XXIX 

THE    TRESPASS    OFFERING 

It  was  a  day  in  midwinter.  Over  tlie  adja- 
cent island  of  Great  Britain  there  was  either 
a  yellow  fog,  or  a  white  fog,  or  a  black  fog. 
Perhaps  tliere  was  no  fog  at  all,  but  a  black 
east  wind,  or  there  was  melting  snow,  or  there 
was  cold  sleet  and  rain  :  whatever  there  was, 
to  be  out  of  doors  brought  no  joy,  and  the 
early  darkness  was  tolerable  because  it  closed 
and  hid  and  put  away  tlie  day.  In  the  archi- 
pelago of  Scilly,  the  sky  was  bright  and  clear: 
the  sea  was  blue,  except  in  the  shallow  places, 
where  it  was  a  light  trans])arent  green :  the 
waves  danced  and  sparkled  :  round  tlie  ledges 
of  the  rocks  tlie  wliitc  foam  rolled  and 
leaped  :  the  sunshine  was  warm  :  the  air  was 
fresh.     The  ^irls  stood  on  the  northern  earn 
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of  Samson.  They  had  been  on  tlie  island 
now  for  eight  months.  For  the  greater  part 
of  that  time  they  were  alone.  Only  in  the 
summer  Archie  came  to  pay  them  a  visit. 
His  play  was  accepted  ;  it  would  probably  be 
brought  out  in  January,  perhaps  not  till  later, 
according  to  the  success  of  the  piece  then 
runnino'.  Meantime,  he  had  ^ot  introduc- 
tions,  thanks  to  Armorel's  evenino",  and  now 
found  work  enough  to  keep  him  going  on 
one  or  two  journals,  where  his  occasional 
papers — the  papers  of  a  young  and  clever 
man  feeling;  Ids  way  to  stvle — were  taken  and 
published.  And  he  was,  of  course,  writing 
another  play  ;  he  was  in  love  with  another 
heroine — happy,  if  he  knew  his  own  happi- 
ness, in  startini^  on  that  rare  career  in  which 
a  man  is  always  in  love,  and  blamelessly,  even 
with  the  knowledcre  of  his  wife,  witli  a  sue- 
cession  of  the  loveliest  and  most  delightful 
damsels — country  girls  and  princesses — lasses 
of  the  city  and  of  the  milking  path — Dolly 
and  Molly  and  stately  Kate,  and  the  .Duchess 
of  Dainty  Device.     As  yet,  he  had  only  lost 


268  ARM  OREL   OF  LYON  ESSE 

his  heart  to  two  and  was  now  ravmg  over  the 
second  of  his  sweethearts.  One  such  youth 
I  have  known  and  followed  as  he  passed  from 
the  Twenties  to  tlie  Thirties — to  the  Forties 
— even  to  the  Fifties.  He  has  always  loved 
one  girl  after  the  other.  He  knows  not  how 
life  can  exist  unless  a  man  is  in  love  :  he  is  a 
mere  slave  and  votary  of  Love  :  yet  never 
with  a  o'oddess  of  the  earth.  He  loves  an 
image — a  simulacrum — a  phantom  :  and  he 
looks  on  with  joy  and  satisfaction — yea!  the 
tears  of  happiness  rise  to  his  eyes  when  he  sees 
that  phantom  at  the  last,  after  many  cruel 
delays,  fondly  embraced — not  by  himself — but 
by  another  phantom.  Happy  lover !  so  to 
have  lost  the  substance,  yet  to  be  satisfied 
with  the  shadow ! 

Except  for  Archie's  visit  they  had  no 
guests  all  through  the  summer.  The  holiday 
visitors  mostlv  arrive  at  Huc^h  Town,  sail 
across  to  Tresco  Gardens  and  back,  some  the 
same  day,  some  the  next  day,  thinking  they 
have  seen  Scilly.  Xone  of  them  land  on 
Samson.     Few  there  are  who  sail  about  the 
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Outer  Islands  where  Armorel  mostly  loved  to 
steer  her  boat.  The  two  gads  spent  the  whole 
time  alone  with  each  other  for  company.  I 
do  not  know  whether  the  literature  of  the 
country  will  be  enriched  by  Effie's  sojourn  in 
Lyonesse,  but  one  hopes.  At  least,  she  lost 
her  pale  cheeks  and  thin  form  :  she  put  on 
roses,  and  she  filled  out :  she  became  almost 
as  strong  as  Armorel,  almost  as  dexterous 
with  the  sheet,  and  almost  as  handv  with  the 
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oar.  But  of  verses  I  fear  that  few  came 
to  her.  With  the  best  intentions,  with  piles 
of  books,  these  two  maidens  idled  awav 
the  summer,  basking  on  the  headlands,  lying 
among  the  fern,  walking  over  the  downs  of 
Brvher  and  St.  Martin's,  saihno;  in  and  out 
among  the  cliannels,  bathing  in  Forth  Bay,  or 
off  the  lonely  beach  of  Ganilly  in  the  Eastern 
group.  Always  something  to  see  or  some- 
tliing  to  do.  Once  they  ventured  to  sail  by 
themselves — a  parlous  voyage,  but  the  day 
was  calm — all  the  way  round  Bishop's  Eock 
and  back :  another  time  tliey  sailed — but  tliis 
time   they  took  Peter — amon^r   tJie   Do^-s  of 
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Scilly,  climbed  up  on  Black  Eosevean,  and 
stood  on  Gorregan  with  the  cruel  teeth. 
Once,  on  a  very  calm  day  in  July,  they  even 
tlireaded  the  narrow  channel  between  the 
twin  rocks  known  together  as  the  Scilly. 
Always  there  was  something  new  to  do  or  to 
see.  So  the  morning  and  the  afternoon  passed 
away,  and  there  was  nothing  left  but  tea  and 
a  little  music,  and  a  stroll  in  the  moonlight 
or  beneath  the  stars,  and  a  talk  toi^ether, 
and  so  to  bed :  and  if  there  came  a  rainy 
day,  the  cakes  to  make  and  the  puddings 
to  compose !  A  happy,  lazy,  idle,  profitable 
time ! 

'  We  have  been  six  months  here  and  more, 
Effie,'  said  Armorel.  They  were  sitting  in 
the  sunshine  in  the  sheltered  orchard,  among 
the  wrinkled  and  twisted  old  apple-trees. 
'  What  next  ?  When  shall  we  thinl  of  going 
back  to  London?  We  must  not  stay  here 
altogether,  lest  we  rust.  We  will  go  back — 
shall  we? — as  soon  as  the  short,  dark  days 
are  over,  and  we  will  make  a  new  departure 
somehow,  but  in  what  direction  I  do  not  quite 
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know.     Shall  we  travel?     Shall  we  cultivate 
society  ?     What  shall  we  do  ?  ' 

'  We  Avill  £ro  back  to  London  as  soon  as 
Archie's  play  is  produced.  Dear  Armorel,  I 
do  not  want  ever  to  2fo  awav.  I  should  like 
to  stay  here  with  vou  always  and  always.  It 
has  been  a  time  of  peace  and  quiet.  Never 
before  have  I  known  such  peace  and  such 
quiet.  But  we  must  go.  We  must  go  while 
the  spell  of  the  place  is  still  upon  iis.  Per- 
haps if  we  were  to  stay  too  long — Xature 
does  not  expect  us  to  outstay  her  welcome — 
not  that  her  welcome  is  exhausted  yet — but 
if  we  ofo  away,  shall  we  ever  come  back  .^ 
And,  if  so,  will  it  be  quite  the  same  r ' 

'  Xoihinof  ever  returns,'  said  Armorel  the 
sage.  '  We  shall  go  away  and  we  shall  come 
back  again,  and  there  will  be  changes.  Every- 
thing changes  daily.  1  he  very  music  of  the 
sea  changes  from  day  to  day  ;  but  it  is  always 
music.  My  old  grandmotlier  in  the  great 
chair  used  to  hold  her  hand  to  her  ear — so — 
to  catch  the  lapping  of  the  waves  and  the 
washino;  of  the  tide  amon£{  the  rocks.     It  was 
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the  music  that  she  had  known  all  her  life. 
But  the  tune  was  different — the  words  of  the 
song  in  her  head  were  different — the  key  was 
changed — but  always  the  music.  Oh,  my 
dear  !  I  never  tire  of  this  music.  We  will  go 
away,  Effie  ;  we  must  not  stay  too  long  here, 
lest  we  fall  in  love  witli  solitude  and  renounce 
the  world.  But  we  will  come  back  and  hear 
the  same  music  ai^^ain,  with  a  new  song^.  We 
must  o[o  back.'  She  sighed.  .' Eio'lit  months. 
We  must  go  and  see  Archie's  play.  Archie  ! 
It  will  be  a  proud  and  glorious  day  for 
him,  if  it  succeeds.  It  must  succeed.  And 
not    a   word    or    a    sio^n    all    this    time   from 

Eoland  !      What   is    he    doing  .^      Why ' 

She  stopped. 

Effie  laid  a  hand  on  hers. 

'  You  have  been  restless  for  some  days, 
Armorel,'  she  said. 

'  Yes — yes.  I  do  not  doubt  him.  No — 
no — he  has  returned  to  himself.  He  can 
never — never  again — I  do  not  doubt  him.' 
She  sprang  to  her  feet.  '  Oh,  Effie !  I  do 
not  doubt,  but  sometimes  I  fear.     What  do  I 
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fe«'ir?  Why,  I  knoAV  there  may  be  faikire, 
but  there  can  never  again  be  disgrace.' 

'  You  think  of  him  so  much,  Armorel,' 
said  Effie,  with  a  touch  of  jealousy. 

'  I  cannot  think  of  him  too  much.'  She 
looked  out  upon  the  sunlit  sea  at  their  feet, 
talking?  as  one  who  talks  to  herself.  '  How 
can  I  think  of  him  too  much?  I  liave 
thought  of  him  every  day  for  five  years — 
every  day.  I  love  him,  Effie.  How  can  you 
think  too  much  of  the  man  you  love  ?  Sup- 
pose I  were  to  hear  that  he  had  failed  again. 
That  would  make  no  difference.  Suppose  he 
were  to  sink  low — low — deep  down  among 
the  worst  of  men — that  would  make  no  differ- 
ence. I  love  the  man  as  he  may  be — as  he 
shall  be — by  the  help  of  God,  if  not  in  this 
world,  then  in  the  world  to  come!  I  love 
him,  Effie ! ' 

She  stopped  because  her  voice  choked 
with  a  sob.  The  strength  of  her  passion — 
not  for  nothing  was  the  Castihan  invader 
wrecked  upon  Scilly ! — frightened  the  other 
girl.     She    had    never    dreamed    of    such    a 
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passion  ;  yet  she  knew  that  Armorel  thought 
continually  of  tliis  man.  She  did  not  dare  to 
speak.  She  looked  on  witli  clasped  hands,  in 
silence. 

Armorel  softened  aj^ain.  The  tumult  of 
her  heart  subsided.  She  turned  to  Effie  and 
kissed  her. 

'  Forgive  me,  dear  :  you  know  now — but 
you  have  guessed  already.  Let  us  say  no 
more.  But  I  must  see  him  soon.  I  must  go 
to  see  him  if  he  cannot  come  to  see  me.  Let 
us  go  over  the  hill.  This  little  orchard  is 
like  a  hothouse  this  morning.' 

When  they  reached  the  top  of  the  hill 
they  saw  the  steamer  from  Penzance  rounding 
Bar  Point  on  St.  Mary's  and  coming  through 
the  North  Channel. 

'  They  have  had  a  fine  passage,'  said 
Armorel.  '  The  boat  must  have  done  it  in 
three  hours.  I  wonder  if  she  brings  anything 
for  us.  It  is  too  early  for  the  magazines.  I 
wrote  for  those  books,  but  I  doubt  if  there 
has  been  time.  And  I  wrote  to  Philippa,  but 
I  do  not  expect  a  letter  in  reply  by  tliis  post.' 
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'And  I  wrote  to  Archie,  but  I  do  not 
know  whether  I  shall  get  a  letter  to-day. 
Suppose  there  should  come  a  visitor  ? ' 

•  Few  visitors  come  to  Scilly  in  the  winter 
— and  none  to  Samson.  We  are  alone  on 
our  desert  island,  Effie.  See,  the  steamer  is 
entering  the  port :  the  tide  is  low :  she  can- 
not get  alongside  the  quay.  It  is  such  a  fine 
day  that  it  is  a  pity  we  did  not  sail  over  tliis 
morning  and  meet  the  steamer.  There  goes 
the  steam-launch  from  Tresco.' 

It  is  quite  a  mile  from  Samson  to  the  quay 
of  Hugh  Town  ;  but  the  air  was  so  clear  that 
Armorel,  Avhose  eyes  were  as  good  as  any 
ordinary  field-glass,  could  plainly  make  out 
the  agitation  and  bustle  on  the  quay  caused 
by  the  arrival  of  the  steamer. 

'  The  boat  always  carries  mv  thouc^hts 
back  to  London,'  said  Armorel.  '  And  we 
have  been  talking  about  London,  have  we 
not  ?  Wlien  I  was  a  child  the  boat  came  into 
the  Eoad  out  of  the  Unknown,  and  next  day 
went  back  to  the  Unknown.  What  was  the 
other  side  like?     I  filled  it  up  with  the  vague 

T  2 
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splendour  of  a  child's  imagination.  The 
Unknown  to  me  was  like  the  sunrise  or  the 
sunset.  Well  .  .  .  now  I  know.  The  poets 
say  that  knowledge  makes  us  no  liappier.  I 
think  they  are  quite  wrong.  It  is  always 
better  to  know  everything,  even  though  it's 
little  joy — 

To  feel  that  Heaven  is  fartlier  off 
Than  when  one  was  a  hoy. 

'There  is  a  boat,'  she  went  on,  after  a 
while  '  She  is  putting  out  from  the  port. 
I  wonder  wliat  boat  it  is.  Perhaps  she  is 
going  to  Bryher — or  to  St.  Martin's — or  to 
St.  A^nes.  It  is  not  the  lidithouse  boat. 
She  is  sailing  as  if  for  Samson ;  but  she  can- 
not be  coming  here.  What  a  lovely  breeze  ! 
She  would  be  here  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
I  suppose  she  must  be  going  to  Tresco.  See 
what  comes  of  livinc^  on  a  desert  island. 
We  are  actually  speculating  about  the  voyage 
of  a  sailing-boat  across  the  Eoad  !  Effie,  we 
are  little  better  than  village  gossips.  You 
shall  marry  Mr.  Paul  Pry.' 
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'  She  looks  very  pretty,'  said  Effie,  '  heel- 
iiifT  over  witli  the  wind,  wherever  she  is 
^oin^.' 

'  They  are  steering  south  of  Green  Island,' 
said  Armorel.  '  That  is  very  odd.  If  she 
had  been  making  for  Bryher  or  Tresco  she 
would  leave  Green  Island  on  the  lee  and  steer 
up  the  cliannel  past  Puffin.  I  really  believe 
that  she  is  coming  to  Samson.  I  expect 
there  is  a  parcel  for  us.  Let  us  run  down 
to  the  beach,  Effie.  We  shall  get  there  just 
in  time.' 

They  ran  down  the  hill.  As  the  boat- 
man lowered  the  sail  and  the  boat  grounded 
on  the  firm  white  sand  of  the  beach,  the 
girls  arrived.  The  boat  brought,  however, 
no  packet 

'  Oh  ! '  cried  Effie.     '  It  is  Roland  Lee  ! ' 

It  was  none  other  than  that  young  man 
of  whom  they  had  been  speaking.  Armorel 
changed  colour :  she  blushed  a  rosy  red  : 
then  she  recovered  quickly  and  stepped  for- 
ward, as  Roland  leaped  out  upon  the  sand. 
'  Welcome  back  to  Samson  !  '  she  said,  giving 
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him  her  hand  with  her  old  frankness.  '  We 
expected  you  to  come,  but  we  did  not  know 
when.' 

'May  I  stay?'  he  murmured,  taking  her 
hand  and  looking  into  her  face. 

'You  know — yourself,'  she  replied. 

He  made  answer  by  shouldering  his  port- 
manteau. '  No  new  road  has  been  made,  I 
suppose,'  he  said.  '  Shall  I  go  first  ?  How 
w^ell  I  remember  the  way  over  the  hill ! 
Samson  has  changed  little  since  I  was  liere 
last.' 

He  led  the  way,  all  lauo-hin^r  and.  chatting 
as  if  his  visit  was  expected,  and  as  if  if  w^ere 
the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world  and  the 
most  common  thino;  to  run  down  to  the  beach 
and  meet  a  morning  caller  from  London 
Town.  But  Effie,  who  was  as  observant  as 
a  poet  ought  to  be,  saw  how  Eoland  kept 
looking  round  as  he  led,  as  if  he  would  be 
still  catching  sight  of  Armorel. 

'  Come,  Dorcas,'  cried  Armorel,  when  they 
arrived  at  the  house.  '  Come,  Chessun — here 
is  Mr.  Eoland  Lee.     You  have  not  forgotten 
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Mr.  Lee.  He  has  come  to  stay  with  us 
again.'  The  serving- women  came  out  and 
shook  hands  with  him  in  friendly  fashion. 
Forgotten  Mr.  Lee  ?  Why,  he  was  the  only 
young  man  who  had  been  seen  at  Holy  Farm 
since  Armorel's  brothers  were  drowned — vic- 
tims to  the  relentless  wrath  of  those  execrable 
rubies. 

'  You  shall  have  your  old  room,'  said 
Dorcas.  '  Chessun  will  air  the  bed  for 
you  and  light  a  fire  to  warm  the  room. 
Well,  Mr.  Lee,  you  are  not  much  altered. 
Your  beard  is  grown,  and  you're  a  bit 
stouter.  Not  much  changed.  You're  married 
yet?' 

'  Not  yet,  Dorcas.' 

'  Armorel,  she's  a  woman  now.  When 
you  left  her  she  was  little  better  than  a  child. 
I  say  she's  improved,  but  perhaps  you  wish 
she  was  a  child  as^ain  ?  ' 

'  Lideed,  no,'  said  Eoland. 

'  Everything  was  quite  commonplace. 
There  was  not  the  least  romance  about  the 
return  of  the  wanderer.    It  was  half-past  two. 
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He  had  had  nothing  to  eat  since  breakfast, 
and  after  three  hours  and  more  upon  the  sea 
one  is  naturally  hungry.  Chessun  laid  the 
cloth  and  put  the  cold  beef — cold  boiled 
beef — upon  the  table.  Pickles  were  also  pro- 
duced— a  pickled  walnut  is  not  a  romantic 
object.  The  young  man  was  madly  in  loye  : 
he  had  come  all  the  way  from  town  on 
purpose  to  explain  and  dilate  upon  that 
wonderful  accident :  yet  he  took  a  pickled 
walnut.  Nay.  he  was  in  a  famishing  con- 
dition, and  he  tackled  the  beef  and  beer — 
that  old  Brown  George  full  of  the  home- 
brewed with  a  head  of  foam  like  the  head 
of  a  venerable  bishop — as  if  he  was  not  in 
love  at  all.  And  Armorel  sat  opposite  to 
him  at  the  table  talking  to  him  about  the 
voyage  and  his  studio  and  whether  he  had 
furnished  it.  and  all  kinds  of  things,  and 
Chessun  hovered  over  liim  suggesting  more 
pickles.  And  he  laughed,  and  Armorel 
laughed  —  why  not?  Tliey  were  both  as 
happy  as  they  could  be.  But  Effie  wondered 
how  Armorel,  whose  heart  was  so  full,  whose 
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soul  was    so    charged  and  lieavy  with   love, 
could  laugh  tlius  gaily  and  talk  thus  idly. 

After  luncheon,  which  of  course  was,  in 
Samson  fashion,  dinner,  Eoland  got  up  and 
stood  in  the  square  window,  looking  out  to 
sea.     Armorel  stood  beside  him. 

'  I  remember  standing  here.'  he  said,  '  one 
morning  five  years  ago.  A  great  deal  has 
happened  since  then.' 

'  A  g;reat  deah  We  are  older — we  know 
more  of  the  Avorld.' 

'We  are  stronger,  Armorel' — their  eyes 
met — '  else  I  should  not  be  here.' 

It  was  quite  natural  that  Armorel  should 
put  on  her  jacket  and  take  her  hat,  and  that 
they  should  go  out  together.  Effie  took  her 
seat  in  the  window  and  lay  in  the  sunshine,  a 
book  neglected  in  her  lap.  Armorel  had  got 
her  lover  back.  She  loved  him.  Oh  !  she 
loved  him.  So  heavenly  is  the  contemplation 
of  human  love  that  Effie  found  it  more  sooth- 
ing than  the  words  of  wisdom  in  her  book, 
more  full  of  comfort  tlian  any  printed  page. 
Human    love,   she   knew    well,  would    never 
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fall  to  her  lor. :  all  the  more  should  she  medi- 
tate on  love  in  others.  Well,  she  has  her 
compensations  :  while  others  act  she  looks 
on  :  while  others  feel,  she  will  tell  the  world, 
in  her  verse,  what  and  how  they  feel :  to  be 
loved  is  the  chief  and  crownim?  blessins^  for 
a  woman,  but  such  as  EfFie  have  their  con- 
solations. 

She  looked  up,  and  saw  old  Dorcas  stand- 
ings in  the  door. 

'  They  have  gone  out  in  the  boat,'  she 
said.  '  When  I  saw  him  cominf^^  over  the 
hill  I  said  to  Chessun,  ''  He's  come  again. 
He's  come  for  Armorel  at  last."  I  always 
knew  he  would.  And  now  they'v^e  gone  out 
in  the  boat  to  be  quite  alone.  Is  he  worth 
her,  Miss  Effie  ?     Is  he  worth  my  girl  .^  ' 

'  If  he  is  not  she  will  make  him  worth 
her.  But  nobody  could  be  Avorth  Armorel. 
Are  you  sure  you  are  not  mistaken,  Dorcas  ? ' 

'  No — no — no,  I  am  not  mistaken.  The 
love-light  is  in  his  eyes,  and  the  answering 
love  in  hers.  I  know  the  child.  She  loved 
him  six  years  ago.     She  is  as  steadfast  as  the 
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compass.  She  can  never  change.  Once  love 
always  love,  and  no  other  love.  She  has 
thought  about  him  ever  since.  Why  did  she 
go  away  and  leave  us  alone  without  her  for 
five  long  years  .^  She  wanted  to  learn  things 
so  as  to  make  herself  fit  for  him.  As  if  he 
would  care  what  things  she  knew  if  only  he 
loved  her !  'Twas  the  beautiful  maid  he 
would  love,  with  her  soft  heart  and  her 
tender  voice  and  her  steadfast  wavs — not 
what  she  knew.' 

'  Oh  !  but,  Dorcas,  perhaps — you  are  not 
quite  sure — we  do  not  know — one  may  be 
mistaken.' 

'  You  m.ay  be  mistaken,  Miss  Effie.  As 
for  me,  I've  been  married  for  five-and-fifty 
years.  A  woman  of  my  age  is  never  mis- 
taken. I  saw  the  love-light  in  his  eyes,  and 
I  saw  the  answering  love  in  hers.  And  I 
know  my  own  girl  that  I've  nursed  and 
brought  up  since  the  cruel  sea  swallowed  up 
her  father  and  her  mother  and  her  brothers. 
No,  Miss  Effie,  I  know  wliat  I  can  see.' 

One  does   not,   as  a  rule,  go  in  a  small 
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open  boat  upon  the  water  in  December,  even 
in  Scilly,  whose  winter  hath  nor  frost  nor 
snow.  But  these  two  young  people  quite 
naturally,  and  without  so  much  as  asking? 
w^Jiether  it  was  summer  or  winter,  got  into 
the  boat.  Eoland  took  the  oars — Armorel 
sat  in  the  stern.  They  put  out  from  Samson 
wdiat  time  the  midwinter  sun  was  sinking 
low.  The  tide  was  rising  fast,  and  the  wind 
was  from  the  south-east.  When  they  were 
clear  of  Green  Island,  Eoland  hoisted  the 
sail. 

'  I  have  a  fancy,'  he  said,  '  to  sail  out  to 
Eound  Island  and  to  see  Camber  Eock  again, 
this  first  day  of  my  return.  Shall  we  have 
time  ?  We  can  let  the  sun  go  down  :  there 
will  be  light  enough  yet  for  an  liour.  You 
can  steer  the  craft  in  the  dark,  Armorel. 
You  are  captain  of  this  boat,  and  I  am  your 
crcAV.  You  can  steer  me  safely  home,  even 
on  the  darkest  night — in  the  blackest  time,' 
he  added,  with  a  deeper  meaning  than  lay 
in  his  simple  words. 

The   sail  caught  the  breeze,  and  the  boat 
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heeled  over.  Eoland  sat  holding  the  rope 
while  Armorel  steered.  Xeither  spoke.  They 
sailed  up  Xew  Grinsey  Channel  between 
Tresco  and  Bryher,  past  Hangman's  Island, 
past  Cromwell's  Castle.  They  sailed  right 
through  beyond  the  rocks  and  leds^es  out 
lying  Tresco,  outside  Menovawr,  the  great 
triple  rock,  with  his  two  narrow  channels, 
and  so  to  the  north  of  Eound  Island.  The 
sky  was  aflame  :  the  waters  were  splendid 
with  the  colours  of  the  west.  They  rounded 
the  island.  Then  Eoland  lowered  the  sail  and 
put  out  the  oars.  '  We  must  row  now,'  he 
said.  '  How  crlorious  it  all  is  !  I  am  back  acfain. 
Nine  short  months  ago  —  you  remember, 
Armorel  ? — how  could  I  have  hoped  to  come 
here  again — to  sail  with  you  in  your  boat? ' 

'  Yet  you  are  here,'  slie  said  simply. 

'  I  have  so  much  to  say,  and  I  could  not 
say  it,  except  in  the  boat.' 

'  Yes,  Eoland.' 

'First  of  all,  I  liave  sold  that  picture.  It 
is  not  a  great  price  that  I  liave  taken.  But 
I  have  sold  it.     You  will  be  pleased  to  hear 
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that.  Next,  I  liave  two  commissions,  at  a 
better  price.  Don't  believe,  Armorel,  that  I 
am  thinking  about  nothing  but  mone3^  The 
first  step  towards  success,  remember,  is  to  be 
self-snpporting.  Well — I  have  taken  that  first 
step.  I  have  also  obtained  some  work  on  an 
illustrated  paper.  That  keeps  me  going.  I 
have  regained  my  lost  position — and  more — 
more,  Armorel.  The  way  is  open  to  me  at 
last :  everything  is  open  to  me  now,  if  I  can 
force  myself  to  the  front.' 

'  No  man  can  ask  for  more,  can  he? 

'  No.  He  cannot.  As  for  the  time, 
Armorel,  the  horrible,  shameful  time ' 

'Eoland,  you  said  you  would  not  come 
here  until  the  sliame  of  that  time  belonged 
altogether  to  the  past.' 

'  It  does :  it  does  :  yet  the  memory  lin- 
gers— sometimes,  at  night,  I  think  of  it — and 
I  am  abased.' 

'  We  cannot  forget — I  suppose  we  can 
never  forget.  That  is  the  burden  wliich  we 
lay  upon  ourselves.  Oh  !  w^e  must  all  walk 
humbly,  because    we    have    all  fallen    so  far 
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short    of  the    best,   and    because  we    cannot 
forget.' 

'  But — to    be    for^riven.     That    also   is  so 
hard.' 

'  Oh !  Eoland,  you  mistake.  We  can 
always  forgive  those  we  love — yes — every- 
thincf — every thino' — until  seventy  times  seven. 
How  can  we  love  if  Ave  cannot  forcrive  ?  The 
difficulty  is  to  forgive  ourselves.  We  shall 
do  that  when  we  have  risen  hio-h  enougfli  to 
understand  how  s^reat  a  thimj  is  the  soul — I 
don't  know  how  to  put  what  I  wish  to  say. 
Once  I  read  in  a  book  that  there  was  a  soul 
who  wished — Avho  would  not  ? — to  enter  into 
heaven.  The  doors  were  Avide  open  :  the 
hands  of  the  ansfels  were  held  out  in  love 
and  welcome  :  but  the  soul  shrank  back. 
"I  cannot  enter,"  he  said,  "I  cannot  forizive 
myself."  You  must  learn  to  forgive  yourself, 
Eoland.  As  for  those  who  love  you,  they 
ask  for  nothing  more  than  to  see  your  foot 
upon  the  upward  slope.' 

'  It  is  there,  Armorel.     Twice    you  have 
saved  me :    once    from    death    by  drowning : 
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once  from  a  worse  death  still — the  second 
death.  Twice  your  arms  have  been  stretched 
out  to  save  me  from  destruction.' 

They  were  silent  again.  The  boat  rocked 
gently  in  the  water  ;  the  setting  sun  upon 
Ar morel's  face  lent  her  cheek  a  warmer, 
softer  glow,  and  lit  her  eyes,  which  were  suf- 
fused with  tears.  Eoland,  sitting  in  his  place, 
started  up  and  dipped  the  oars  again. 

'  It  is  nearly  half-tide  now,'  he  said.  '  Let 
us  row  throuo'h  the  Camber  Pass.  I  want  to 
see  that  dark  ravine  again.  It  is  the  place  I 
painted  with  you — you  of  the  present,  not  of 
the  past — in  it.  I  have  sold  the  picture,  but 
I  have  a  copy.  Now  I  have  two  ^laintings, 
with  you  in  each.  One  hangs  in  the  studio, 
and  the  other  in  my  own  room,  so  that 
by  night  as  well  as  by  day  I  feel  that  my 
guardian  angel  is  always  with  me.' 

Through  the  narrow  ravine  between  Cam- 
ber Eock  and  liound  Island  the  water  races 
and  boils  and  roars  when  the  tide  runs 
strongly.  Now,  it  was  flowing  gently — 
almost   still.     The    sun   was    so  low  that  the 
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rock  on  the  east  side  was  obscured  by  the 
great  mass  of  Eound  Island  :  the  channel  was 
quite  dark.  The  dipping  of  the  oars  echoed 
along  the  black  walls  of  rock  ;  but  overhead 
there  was  the  soft  and  glowing  sky,  and  in 
the  light  blue  already  appeared  two  or  three 
stars. 

'  A  strange  thing  has  happened  to  me, 
Armorel,'  Eoland  said,  speaking  low,  as  if 
in  a  churc]i — ■'  a  very  stranc^e  and  wonderful 
thing.  It  is  a  thing  which  connects  me  with 
you  and  with  your  people  and  with  the  Island 
of  Samson.  You  remember  the  story  told  us 
one  evening — the  evening  before  I  left  ycu — > 
by  the  Ancient  Lady  ?  ' 

'  Of  course.  She  told  that  story  so  often, 
and  I  used  to  suffer  such  agonies  of  shame 
that  my  ancestor  should  act  so  basely, 
and  such  terrors  in  thinking  of  the  fate  of 
his  soul,  that  I  am  not  likely  to  forget  the 
story.' 

'  You  remember  that  she  mistook  me  k)v 
Eobert  Fletcher  ? ' 

'  Yes  ;  I  remember.' 

V0T-.    TIL  u 
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'  She  was  not  so  very  far  wrong,  Armorel ; 
because,  you  see,  I  am  Eobert  Fletcher's 
great-grandson.' 

'  Oh  !  Roland  !     Is  it  possible  ? ' 
'  I    suppose    that    there    may    have    been 
some  resemblance.      She  forgot  the  present, 
and  was   carried  back  in  imagination  to  the 
past,  eighty  years  ago.' 

'  Oh  !     And  you  did  not  know  ?  ' 
'If  you  think   of    it,   Armorel,  very  few 
middle-class  people  are  able  to  tell  the  maiden 
name  of  their  grandmother.     We  do  not  keep 
our  genealogies,  as  we  should.' 

'  Then  how  did  you  find  it  out  ?  ' 
'  Mr.  Jagenal,  your  lawyer,  found  it  out. 
He  sent  for  me  and  proved  it  quite  clearly. 
Eobert  Fletcher  left  three  daughters.  The 
eldest  died  unmarried  :  the  second  and  third 
married.  I  am  the  grandson  of  the  second 
daughter  who  went  to  Australia.  Now, 
which  is  very  odd,  the  only  grandson  of  the 
third  daughter  is  a  man  whose  name  you  may 
remember.  They  call  him  Alec  Feilding. 
He  is  at   once  a  painter,  a  poet,  a  novelist, 
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and  is  about  to  become,  I  hear,  a  dramatist. 
He  is  my  own  cousin.  This  is  strange,  is  it 
not  .P ' 

'  Oh  !    It  is  wonderful.' 

'  Mr.  Jagenal,  at  the  same  time,  made 
me  a  communication.  He  was  instructed, 
he  said,  by  you.  Therefore,  you  know  the 
nature  of  the  communication.' 

^  He  gave  you  the  rubies.' 

'  Yes.  He  crave  them  to  me.  I  have 
brought  them  back.  They  are  in  my  pocket. 
I  restore  them  to  you,  Armorel.'  He  drew 
forth  the  packet — the  case  of  shagreen — and 
laid  it  in  Armorel's  lap. 

'Keep  them.  I  will  not  have  them.  Let 
me  never  see  them.'  She  gave  them  back  to 
him  quickly.  '  Keep  them  out  of  my  sight, 
Eoland.  They  are  horrible  things.  They 
bring  disaster  and  destruction.' 

'  You  will  not  have  them  .^  You  positively 
refuse  to  have  them  ?  Then  I  can  keep  them 
to  myself.  Why — that  is  brave  !'  He  opened 
the  case  and  unrolled  the  silken  wrapper. 

'  See,  Armorel,  the  pretty  things  !     They 
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sparkle  in  the  dying  light.  Do  yon  know 
thnt  they  are  worth  many  thousands  ?  You 
liave  given  me  a  fortune.  I  am  rich  at  last. 
What  is  there  in  the  Avorld  to  compare  with 
being  rich  ?  Now  I  can  buy  anything  I  want. 
The  Way  of  Wealth  is  the  Way  of  Pleasure. 
What  did  I  tell  you  ?  My  feet  were  dragged 
into  that  way  as  if  with  ropes  :  now  they  can 
^0  dancing  of  their  own  accord — no  need  to 
drag  them.  They  fly — they  trip — they  have 
wings.  What  is  art  ? — what  is  work? — what 
is  the  soul  ? — nothing  !  Here  ' — he  took  up 
a  handful  of  the    stones   and  dropped  them 

back  again — '  here,  Armorel,  is  what  will 
purchase  pleasure — sohd  comfort !  I  shall 
live  in  ease  and  sloth  :  I  shall  do  nothing  :  I 
shall  feast  every  day :  everybody  will  call  me 
a  great  painter  because  I  am  rich.  Oh  !  I 
have  a  splendid  vision  of  the  days  to  come, 
when  I  have  turned  these  glittering  things 
into  cash !  Farewell  drudgery — I  am  rich  ! 
Farewell  disappointment — I  am  rich  !  Fare- 
well servitude — I  am  rich  !  Farewell  work 
and  struggle — I  am  rich  !   Why  should  I  care 
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any  more  for  A.rt  ?  I  am  rich,  Armorel !  I 
am  rich  ! ' 

'  That  is  not  all  you  are  going  to  say 
about  the  rubies,  Eoland.  Come  to  the  con- 
clusion.' 

'  Not  quite  all.  In  the  old  days  I  flung 
away  everything  for  the  Way  of  Wealth  and 
the  Way  of  Pleasure — as  I  thought.  Good 
Heavens  !  What  Wealth  came  to  me  ?  What 
Pleasure  ?  Well,  Armorel,  in  your  presence 
I  now  throw  away  the  wealth.  Since  you 
will  not  have  it,  I  will  not.' 

He  seized  the  case  as  if  he  would  throw  it 
overboard.  She  leaned  forward  eagerly  and 
stopped  him. 

'  Will  you  really  do  this,  Eoland  ?  Stop  a 
moment.  Think.  It  is  a  great  sacrifice.  You 
might  use  that  wealth  for  all  kinds  of  good 
and  useful  things.  You  could  command  the 
making  of  beautiful  things  :  you  could  help 
yourself  in  your  Art :  you  could  travel  and 
study — you  could  do  a  great  deal,  you  know, 
with  all  this  money.  Think,  before  you  do 
what  can  never  be  undone.' 
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Eoland,  for  reply,  laid  the  rubies  again  in 
her  lap.  It  was  as  if  one  should  bring  a 
Trespass  offering  and  lay  it  upon  the  altar. 
The  case  was  open,  and  the  light  was  still 
strong  enough  overhead  for  the  rubies  to  be 
seen  in  a  glittering  heap. 

He  took  them  up  again.  '  Do  you  consent, 
Armorel  ? ' 

She  bowed  her  head. 

He  took  a  handful  of  the  stones  and 
dropped  them  in  the  water.  There  was  a 
little  splash,  and  the  precious  stones,  the  for- 
tune of  Eobert  Fletcher,  the  gems  of  the 
Burmah  mines,  dropped  like  a  shower  upon 
the  surface.  They  were,  as  we  know,  nothing 
but  bits  of  paste  and  glass,  but  this  he  did  not 
know.  And  therefore  the  Trespass  offering 
was  rich  and  precious.  Then  he  took  the 
silken  kerchief  which  had  wrapped  them  and 
threw  the  rest  away,  as  one  throws  into  the 
sea  a  handful  of  pebbles  picked  up  on  the 
beach. 

'  So,'  he  said,  '  that  is  done.     And  now  T 
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am  poor  again.     You   shall  keep  the  empty 
case,  Armorel,  if  you  like.' 

'  No — no.  I  do  not  want  even  the  case. 
I  want  never  to  be  reminded  again  of  the 
rubies  and  the  story  of  Eobert  Fletcher.' 
Eoland  dipped  the  oars  again,  and  with  two 
or  three  vigorous  strokes  pulled  the  boat  out 
of  the  dark  channel — the  tomb  of  his  wealth 
— into  the  open  water  be3^ond.  There  in  the 
dying  light  the  puffins  swam  and  dived,  and 
the  seafTulls  screamed  as  they  flew  overhead, 
and  on  the  eds^e  of  the  rocks  the  shafts  stood 
in  meditative  rows. 

Far  away  in  the  studio  of  the  poet-painter 
— the  cleverest  man  in  London — sat  two  who 
were  uneasy  with  the  same  gnawing  anxiety. 
Roland  Lee — they  knew  by  this  time — had  the 
rubies.  When  would  the  discovery  be  made? 
When  would  there  be  an  inquiry?  What 
would  come  out  ?  As  the  time  goes  on  this 
anxiety  will  grow  less,  but  it  will  never  wholly 
vanish.     It  will  change  perhaps  into  curiosity 
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•as  to  what  has  been  done  with  tliose  bits  of 
glaFS  and  paste.  Why  has  not  Eoland  found 
ont?  He  must  have  given  them  to  his  wife, 
and  she  must  have  kept  them  hjcked  up. 
Some  day  it  will  be  discovered  that  they  are 
valueless.  But  then  it  will  be  far  too  late  for 
any  inquiry.  As  yet  they  do  not  speak  to 
each  other  of  the  thing.  It  is  too  recent. 
Eoland  Lee  has  but  just  acquired  his  fortune : 
he  is  still  gloating  over  the  stones :  he  is 
building  castles  in  the  air  :  he  is  planning  his 
future.  When  he  finds  out  the  truth  about 
them — what  will  happen  then  .^ 

'  I  have  had  a  bad  dream  of  temptation 
with  rubies,  Armorel.  Temptation  harder 
than  you  would  believe.  How  calm  is  the 
sea  to-night !  How  warm  the  air  !  The  last 
light  of  the  west  lies  on  your  cheek,  and — 
Armorel !     Oh  !  Armorel ! ' 

It  was  nearly  six  o'clock,  long  after  dark, 
when  the  two  came  home.  They  walked  over 
the  hill  hand  in  hand.  They  entered  the  room 
hand  in  hand,  their  faces  grave  and  solemn. 
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I  know  not  what  things  had  been  said  between 
them,  but  they  were  things  quite  sacred. 
Only  the  hghter  things — the  things  of  the  sur- 
face— the  things  that  everybod}'  expects — can 
be  set  down  concerning  love.  The  tears  stood 
in  Armorel's  eyes.  "  And,  as  if  Effie  had  not 
been  in  the  room  at  all,  she  held  out  both  her 
hands  for  her  lover  to  take,  and  when  he  bent 
his  head  she  raised  her  face  to  n;ieet  his  lips. 

'  You  have  come  back  to  me,  Eoland,'  she 
said.  '  You  have  grown  so  tall — so  tall — 
grown  to  your  full  height.     Welcome  home!' 

At  seven  the  door  opened  and  the  serving- 
folk  came  in.  First  marched  Justinian,  bowed 
and  bent,  but  still  active.  Then  Dorcas,  also 
bowed  and  bent,  but  active.  Then  Chessun. 
Effie  turned  down  the  lamp. 

Dorcas  stood  for  a  moment,  ^\hile  Chessun 
placed  the  chairs,  gazing  upon  Eoland,  who 
stood  erect  as  a  soldier  surveved  bv  his 
captain. 

'  You  have  got  a  good  face,'  slie  said,  '  if  a 
loving  face  is  a  good  face.     If  you  love  her 
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you  will  make  lier  happy.  If  she  loves  you 
your  lot  is  happy.  If  you  deserve  her,  you 
are  not  far  from  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.' 

'  Your  words,  Dorcas,'  he  replied,  '  are  of 
good  omen.' 

'  Chessun  shall  make  a  posset  to-night,' 
she  said.  '  If  ever  a  posset  was  made,  one 
shall  be  made  to-night — a  sherry  posset !  I 
remember  the  posset  for  your  mother,  Armo- 
rel,  and  for  your  grandmother,  the  first  day 
she  came  here  with  her  sweetheart.  A  sherry 
posset  you  shall  have — hot  and  strong  ! ' 

The  old  man  sat  down  and  threw  small 
lumps  of  coal  upon  the  fire.  Then  the  flames 
leaped  up,  and  the  red  light  played  about  the 
room  and  showed  the  golden  torque  round 
Armorel's  neck  and  played  upon  her  glowing 
face  as  she  took  her  fiddle  and  stood  up  in  the 
old  place  to  play  to  them  in  the  old  fashion. 

Dorcas  sat  opposite  her  husband.  At  her 
left  hand,  Chessun  with  her  spinning-wheel. 
It  was  all — except  for  the  Ancient  Lady  and 
the  hooded  chair — all  exactly  as  Eoland  re- 
membered it  nearly  six  years  before.     Yet,  as 
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Armorel  said,  though  outside  there  was  the 
music  of  the  waves  and  within  tlie  music  of 
her  viohn — the  music  was  set  to  other  words 
and  arranfjed  for  another  key.  Between  him- 
self  of  that  time  and  of  the  present,  how 
great  a  gulf ! 

Armorel  finished  tunincr,  and  looked  to- 
wards  her  master. 

'  "  Dissembling  Love  "  ! '  he  commanded. 
'  'Tis  a  moving  piece,  and  }'0u  play  it  rarely. 
"  Dissembling  Love"  ! ' 
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crown  8vo.  [Nov.  i. 

Fifty  Years  Ago.  With  137  full-page 
Plates  and  Woodcuts.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  16s. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies. 
With  Photograph  Portrait.  Second 
Edition.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Art  of  Fiction.     Demy  8vo,  Is. 

New  Library  Edition  of 

Besant  and  Rice's  Novels. 

Twelve  Volumes,  printed  from  new 
type  on  a  large  crown  Svo  page  and  hand- 
somely boiindin  cloth, Six  Shillings  each, 

X.  Ready- Money    Mortiboy.       With 
Etched  Portrait  of  jAMEb  Rice. 

2.  My  Little  Girl. 

3.  With  Harp  and  Crown. 

4.  This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

5.  The  Golden  Butterfly.  With  Etched 

Portrait  of  Walter  Besant. 

6.  The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

7.  By  Celia's  Arbour. 

8.  The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

9.  The  Seamy  Side. 

xo.  The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft,  &c. 
II.  'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay,  &c. 
X 2.  The  Ten  Years'  Tenant,  &c. 

Betham- Ed  wards  (M) — Felicia. 

By  M.  Betham-Edwards.   Cr.  Svo,  cl. 
extra,  38.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Bewick    (Thomas)     and     his 

Pupils.    By  Austin  DoBSON.    With  95 
Illusts.  Square  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Blackburn's  (Henry)  Art  Hand- 

books  : 
Academy  Notes,  separate  years,  from 

1875  to  1887,  and  1889,  each  Is. 
Academy   Notes,   1890.       With    175 

Illustrations.    Is. 


Blackburn  (Henry),  continued — 

Academy  Notes,  1875-79.    Complete 

in  One  Volume,  with  about  600   II- 
'  lustrations.    Cloth  limp,  6s. 

Academy  Notes,  1880-84.    Complete 

in  One  Volume,  with  about   700  Il- 
lustrations.    Cloth  limp,  6s. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  1877.    6d. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  separate  years,  from 

1878  to  1889,  each  Is. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  1890.      With   85 

Illustrations.    Is. 
Grosvenor    Notes,   Vol.  I.,  1877-82. 

With  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 

Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 
Grosvenor  Notes   Vol.  II.,  1883-87. 

With  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  63. 
The    New  Gallery,  1888  and   1889. 

With  numerous  Illusts.,  each  Is. 
The   New   Gallery,  1890.     With  86 

Illustrations.     Is. 
English  Pictures   at  the  National 

Gallery.    114  Illustrations.    Is. 
Old     Masters     at     the       National 

Gallery.    128  Illustrations.     Is.  6d. 
An    Illustrated    Catalogue    to    the 

National  Gallery.     With  Notes  by 

H.  Blackburn, and  242  Illustrations 

Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

The  Paris  Salon,  1890.  With  400  Fac- 
simile Sketches.    3s. 

The  Paris  Society  of  the  Fine  Arts, 
1890.     With  331  Illustrations.    38.: 

Blake  (William):  Etchings  from 
his  Works.  By  W.  B.  Scott.  With 
descriptive  Text.  Folio,  half-bound 
boards,  India  Proofs,  2l8. 

Blind. — The  Ascent  of  Man  : 

APoem.  By  Mathilde  Blind.  Crown 
Svo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper, 
cloth  extra,  63. 

Bourne  (H.  R.  Fox),  Works  by : 

English  Merchants:  Memoirs  in  Il- 
lustration of  the  Progress  of  British 
Commerce.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

English  Newspapers:  Chapters  in 
the  History  of  Journalism.  Two 
Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  253. 

Bowers  XGO*^""^'"i^*^®^c^®s- 

Oblong  4to,  half-bound  boards,  21s.each. 
Canters  in  Crampshire. 
Leaves    from  a  Hunting     Journal. 

Coloured  in  facsimile  of  the  originals, 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Chronicles  of  No-Man's   Land. 

Camp  Notes  :  Sport  and  Adventure 
in  Asia,  Africa,  America. 

Savage  Life:  Adventures  of  a  Globe- 
Trotter.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
33.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2s. 
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Brand'sObservations  on  Popu- 
lar Antiquities,  chiefly  Illustrating 
the  Origin  of  our  Vulvar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  ot  Sir  Henry  Ellis, 
a»d  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d.  

Bret  Harterwork s  b y^ 

Library  Eoition,  Complete  in  Six 

Vols.,  cr.  bvo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each. 
Bret     Harte's     Collected     Works: 
.    Library    Edition.     Arranged  and 

Revised  by  the  Author. 

Vol.  I.  Complete  Poetical  and 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Por- 
trait, and  Introduction  by  Author. 

Vol.  II,  Earlier  Papers — Luck  of 
Roaring  Camp, and  other  Sketches 
— Bohemian  Papers  —  Spanish 
and  American  Legends. 

Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts 
— Eastern  Sketches. 

Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

Vol.  V.  Stories  —  Cokdensed 
Novels,  &c. 

Vol.  VI.  TalesofthePacificSlope. 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in 
Prose  and  Poetry.  With  Introduc- 
tory Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrnit 
ot  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

Bret  Harte's  Complete  Poetical 
Works.  Author's  Copyright  Edition. 
Printed  on  hand-made  paper  and 
bound  in  buckram.     Cr.  8vo,  4s.  6d. 

The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.  With 
28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours 
by  Edmund  Evans.  Sm.  4to,  bds.,  5s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d,  each. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.  With  60  Il- 
lustrations  by   Stanley   L.  Wood. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.  With  yj 
Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Gabriel  Conroy 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  &c. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and 
other  Sketches. 

Californian  Stories  (including  The 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain,  Jeff 
Briggs's  Love  Story,  &c.) 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Flip.  I      Maruja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 
Fcap.  8vo,  pictuie  cover,  Is.  each. 

The  Twins  of  Table  IVIountain. 

Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story. 


Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by  : 
The  Reader's  Handbookof  Allusions, 
References,  Plots,  and  Stories. 
15th  Thousand;  With  Appendix, 
containing  a  Complete  English 
Bibliography.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  7s.  6d. 


Brewer  (Kev.  Dr.),  continued — 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates:    Being    the    Appendices   tu 
"The  Reader's   Handbook,"  separ- 
ately printed.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  73.  6d. ■  ' 

Brewster  (SirDavid),Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d,  each. 

More  Worlds  than  One:  The  Creed 
of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of 
the  Christian.    With  Plates. 

The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Lives  of 
Galileo,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kep- 
ler. With  Portraits. 

Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  A  New 
Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
and  Chapters  on  the  Being  and 
Faculties  of  Man,  and  Additional 
Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
J.  A.  Smith. 

B  ri  I  lat-Savarin.— Gastronomy 

as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A. 
Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid-paper  and 
half-bound,  2s. 

Brydges.  —    Uncle     Sam     at 

Home.  By  Harold  Brydges.  Post 
Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Buchanan's  (Robert)  Works: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63.  each. 

Selected  Poems  of  Robert  Buchanan. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

The  Earthquake;  or,  Six  Days  and 
a  Sabbath. 

The  City  of  Dream  :  An  Epic  Poem. 
With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Mac- 
nab.     Second  Edition. 

Robert  Buchanan'sComplete  Poeti- 
cal Works.  With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  lid,. 

Crown  8vo,  clotirextra,~3s.  6d.  eatJi ; 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword, 

A  Child  of  Nature,  With  a  Frontis- 
piece. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  Illustrations 
by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline.  With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab. 

Annan  Water.      |  The  New  Abelard. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

Matt :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

The  Heirof  Linne. 


Burton  (Captain).— The  Book 

of  the  Sword  :  Being  a  History  of  the 
Sword  and  its  Use  in  all  Countries, 
from  the  Earliest  Times.  By  Richard 
F.  Burton.  With  over  400  Illustra* 
tions.    Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  323. 
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Burton  (Robert): 

The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy:  A 
New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  Being  an 
Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Bur- 
ton's Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Caine  (T.  Hall),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  eacti. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar. 

The  Deemster:  A  Romance  of  the 
Isle  of  Man. 

Cameron     (Commander). — 

The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince" 
Privateer.  By  V.  Lovett  Cameron, 
R,N.,C.B.  With  Two  Illustrations  by 
P.  Macnab.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  53. ; 
postSvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Cameron    (Mrs.    H.     Lovett), 

Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,   33.   6d.   each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 

Carlyle  (Thomas) : 

On  theChoice  of  Books.  ByTnoMAS 
Carlyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three 
Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Is  6d 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyle  and  RalphWaldo  Emerson, 
1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  CuARLEb 
Elioi  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 


Chapman  s  (George)   Works  : 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  183. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Chatto  &  Jackson.— ATreatlse 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  A:<drew  Chatto 
and  John  Jacsson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition,  Large 
4to,  half-bound,288. 


Chaucer: 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.R  .  Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu- 
merous Woodcuts  by  the  Author, 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.64. 

Clare — For  the  Love  of  a  Lass: 

A  Tale  of  Tynedale.  Bv  Austin 
Clark,  Anthoi  of  "A  Child  of  the 
Menhir,"  &c.  Cheaper  Edition,  post 
8vo,  picture  boards,  2s.       ^Preparing. 

Clive(Mrs.  Archer),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife 

Clodd.—  Myths   and    Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
of  "The  Story  of  Creation,"  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Cobban. — The  Cure  of  Souls: 

A  Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Coleman  (John),  Works  by  : 

Players    and    Playwrights    I    have 

Known.  Two  Vols  ,  demy  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  243. 
Curly:    An  Actor's  Romance.     With 

Illustrations    by   J.     C.     Dollman. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar 

Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allstom 
Collins.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.  23. 

Collins  (Churton).  —  A  Mono- 
graph on  Dean  Swift.  By  J.  Chur- 
ton Collins.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
8s. {Shortly. 

Collins(Mortimer).  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Pest  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Collins  (Mortimer  &c  Frances), 

Novels  by: 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d  each ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Blac'Ksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  Me  False. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each* 

Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Frances. 
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Collins    (Wilkie),    Novels    by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.each. 

Antonina.  lllust.  by  SirJoHNGiLBERX. 

Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J   Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert 

My  Miscellanies.  With  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations 

by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 

Man  and  Wife.    lUusts.  by  W.  Small. 

Poop    Miss    Finch.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du     Maurier     and     Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ?    With  IllUotrations  by 

S.  L.  FiLDES  and  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.    Illustrated  bv 

G.Du  Maurier  and  C.S.Reinhardt. 
The    Frozen    Deep.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.   Illustrated 

by  S.  L.  FiLDEs  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science:    A  Story  of  the 

Present  Time. 
"I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels.     |     A  Rogue's  Life. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(i.  each. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain. 

Blind  Love.  With  a  Preface  by 
Walter  Besant,  and  36  Illustra- 
tions by  A.  Forestier. 

Colman's    Humorous  Works: 

"  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col- 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B.  Buckstone, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth,  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Colquhoun. — Every  Inch  a  Sol- 
dier :  A  Novel.  By  M.  J.  Colquhoun. 
Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Convalescent      Cookery:      A 

Family  Handbook.  By  Catherine 
Ryan.    Crown  8yo,  Is, ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Conway  (Mono.  D.),  Works  by: 

Demonology  and  Devil-Lore.  Third 
Edition.  With  65  Illustrations. 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  283. 

A  Necklace  of  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Sq.  8vo,  63. 

Pine  and  Palm:  A  Novel.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

George  Washington's  Rules  of  Civ- 
ility, traced  to  their  Sources  and 
Restored.  Fcap.  8vo,  half-leather, 
2s.  6d. [Shortly. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Novels  by: 

Leo.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.    Cr.  8vo,  cl. 

extra,  33.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  28. 

Copyright.  — A    Handbook  of 

English  and  Foreign  Copyright  In 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.    By 

Sidney  Jerrold.    PostSvo,  cl.,  2s.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of  the  West  of   England;    or.  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
bv  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S,  With  Two 
Steel-plate  Illustrations  by  George 
Cruikshank.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Craddock.  —  The    Prophet  of 

the  Great  Smoky   Mountains.     By 

Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post 
8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  ;j;loth  limp,  2s.  6d, 

Cruikshank  (George): 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  1835 
to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By 
Blanchard  Jerrold,  Author  of 
"The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,"  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  with  Additional 
Plates,  and  a  Bibliography.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d, 

Gumming  (C.  F.Gordon),Works 

by: 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  83.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac- 
simile and  numerous  full-page  Illusts. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.     With  numerous  Illusts. 

Via  Cornwall  to  E|ypt.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts  of   Gold:    A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  33.  ^d, ;  post  8vo,  boards,  23. 


CtiAfto  &>  w Indus,  Piccadilly. 


Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Q UP  Lady  of  Tears,  i  Circe'a  Lovers. 


Cussans.— Handbook  of  Her- 
aldry; with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
New  and  Revised  Edition,  illustrated 
with  over  400  Woodcuts  and  Coloured 
Plates.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Daniel.  — Meprie~England    in 

the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt,  Cruik- 
SHANK.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 

Daudet. — The  Evangelist ;    or, 

Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Davenant. — Hints  for  Parents 
on  the  Choice  of  a  Profession  or 
Trade  for  their  Sons.  By  F.  Dave- 
NANT,  M.A.  Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Davies    (Dr.     N.     E.    Yorke), 

Works  by: 
Crown  Svo,  Is.  each;  cloth,  Is.Gd.  each. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims. 

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's  Guide. 

Foods  for  the  Fat :  ATreatise  on  Cor- 
pulency, and_aDietary_for  its  Cure. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  Svo,  23. ; 
cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Davles'    (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Worl<8,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un- 
published MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  12s. 

De  Maistre. — A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

De  Mille. —  A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  James  De  Mille.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust,  bds.,  2s. 

Derby(The).— The  Blue  Ribbon 

of  the  Turf:  A  Chronicle  of  the  Race 
FOR  The  Derby,  from  the  Victory  of 
Diomed  to  that  of  Donovan.  With 
Notes  on  the  Winning  Horses,  the  Men 
who  trained  them,  the  Jockeys  who 
rode  them, and  the  Gentlemen  to  whom 
they  belonged ;  also  Notices  of  the 
Betting  and  the  Betting  Men  of  the 
period;  together  with  an  Account  of  the 
Surroundings  of  the  Race;  and  Brief 
Accounts  of  The  Oaks.  By  Louis 
Henry  Curzon.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  6s, 


Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 


Sketches  by  Boz. 
Pickwick  Papers. 


Nicholas  Nickleby« 
Oliver  Twist. 


The  Speeches  of  Charles  DickenS} 

1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd. Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. — Also 
a  Smaller  Edition,  in  the  May/an 
Library,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d 
About  England  with  Dickens.  By 
Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illu5ts.  by 
C.A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer, 
and  others.    Sq.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d, 

Dictionaries: 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allu- 
sions, References,  Plots,  and 
stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  With  an  Appendix,  contain- 
ing a  Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo, 
1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"  The  Reader's  Handbook,"  sepa- 
rately printed.  By  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Brewer.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2a. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights, Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America. 
By  W.  Davenport  Adams.  Cr.  Svo, 
half-bound,  12s.  6d,    [In  preparation. 

Familiar  Short    Sayings    of  Great 
Men.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.    By   Samuel  A.  Bent 
M.A.       Fifth   Edition,  revised   and 
enlarged.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,7a.6d. 

The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  63.  6d. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographical 
Dictionary.  BvFrances  Havs.  Cr. 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic« 
tionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.    Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Diderot. — The  Paradox  of  Act- 
ing. Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Comedien,  "  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.     Cr.  Svo,  in  parchment,  4s.  6d, 

Dobson  (Austin),  Works  by: 

Thomas  Bewick  and  his  Pupils.    By 

Austin   Dobson.      With  95  choice 

Illustrations.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Four   French   Women.      Fcap.  Svo, 

half-leather,  23.  6d.  [Shortly, 


s 


Books  Ptj BUSHED  BY 


Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.  [cities. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and    Eccentri- 

Donovan  (Dick),  Stories  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6(1.  each. 
The   Man-hunter:  Stories  from  the 

Note-book  of  a  Detective. 
Caught  at  Last !  |  Tracked  &  Taken. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan?  With 

other  Detective  Tales. 

The  Man  from  Manchester.  With 
23  Illustrations  by  J.  H.  Russell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Doyle   (A.    Conan,    Author  of 

"  Micah  Clarke  "),  Novels  by: 
The  Firm  of  Girdlestone  :  A  Ro- 
mance of  the  Unromantic.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Strange  Secrets.  Told  by  Conan 
Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 
ence Marryat,  &c.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex., 
Illust.,  6s.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Drama,    A  Dictionary~6f  the. 

By  W.Davenport  Adams.  Crown  8vo, 
hall-bound,  12s.  6d.       [In  preparation. 

Dramatists,  The  Old.    Cr.  8vo, 

cl.  ex.,  Vignette  Portraits,  6s.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    3  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations.with  IntroductoryEssay 
by  A.  C.Swinburne;  Vol. III. .Trans- 
lations of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

Marlowe's  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Ed.,withNotes&Intro- 
duction,  by  Col.  Cunningham,  i  Vol. 

Massinger's  Plays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Duncan  (Sara  J.),  Works  by : 

A  Social  Departure:  How  Ortho- 
docia  and  I  Went  round  the  World 
by  Ourselves,  in  Illusts.  by  F.  H. 
TowNSEND,    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

An  American  Girl  in  Europe.  Wiih 
numerous  Illustrations  by  F.  II. 
TowNSEND.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d^ [Preparing. 

DyerT^  The     Folk -Lore     of 

Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
D Y ER,  M.A.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Edgcumbe.  —  Zephyrus  :      A 

Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River 
•Plate.  By  E.  R,  Pearce  Edgcumbe. 
With  41  Illusts,    Cr.  8vo,  cl,  extra,  5s, 


Early   English   Poets.    Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  63.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Complete 
Poems.     One  Vol. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.    Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Edwards. — Words,  Facts,  and 

Phrases:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious, 
Quaint,  &  Out-ot-the-Way  Matters.  By 
Eliezer  Edwards.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6d. 

Edwardes(Mrs.  A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  Honour.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 

Archie  Lovell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
33.  6d.;   post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Eggleston.— Roxy:  A  Novel.  By 
Edward  Eggleston.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  23^ 

Emanuel. — On  Diamonds  and 

Precious  stones:  their  History,  Value, 
and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Englishman's  House,  The:    A 

Practical  Guide  to  ail  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;  with 
full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c. 
By  C.J.  Richardson.  Fourth  Edition, 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  nearly 
600  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s,  6d. 

Ewald   (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 

Works  by: 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Stories  from  the  State  Papers. 
With  an  Autotype  Facsimile,  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

¥yes7^ur:    How  to  Preserve 

Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning, F.R.A,S.,&c.  Tenth 
Edition  (Sixteenth  Thousand),  With 
70  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  Is. 

Farrer  (jTAnson),  Works  byT 
Military    Manners    and    Customs. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 
War:  Three  Essays,  Reprinted  from 
"Military  Manner';,"     Crown  8vO| 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


CHATTO  &-  WINDUS,  PICCADILLY. 


Familiar    Short    Sayings    of 

Great  Men.  By  Samuel  Arthur 
Bent,  A.M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised 
and  Enlarged.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  43.  6d.  each. 
The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle: 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the   Royal   Institution. 

Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various   Forces  of  Nature, 

and  their  Relations  to  each  other  : 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 

Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 

hellow  (A)  of  Trinity  :  A^Novel. 

By  Alan  St.  Aubyx,  Author  of  "  Trol- 
lope's  Dilemma, "and  WaltWheeler. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Fin-  Bee.  —  The    Cu  pboard 

Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art 

of  Making;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
267  Illustrations.  A  New  Edition,  Re- 
vised throughout  and  greatly  Enlarged. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by: 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

A  Day's  Tour:  A  Journey  through 
France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches 
in  facsimile  of  the  Original  Draw- 
ings.   Crown  4to  picture  cover,  Is. 

Fatal  Zero:  A  Homburg  Diary,  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Bella  Donna.   |    Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy  Ave  Brooke  Street 
Polly.    I    The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

Fletchers  (G iles~B7Dr)~Com. 
plete  Poems :  Christ's  Victorie  in 
Ileaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  63. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy  Lucre  :  A 

Novel.  By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s^ 

French  Literature,  History  of. 

Py  Henry  Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
Vols,,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  73. 6d.  each. 


Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by^ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  Sd.each; 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  28.  each. 


One  by  One. 
Queen  Cophetua. 


A  Real  Queen. 
King  or  Knave  ? 


Olympia.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  23. 

Esther's  Glove.    Fcap.  8vo,  Is. 

Romances  of  the  Law.  With  a  Front- 
ispiece by  D.  H.  Friston.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  23. 

Frederic  (Harold),  Novels  by: 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s 

The  Lawton  Girl.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  F.  Barnard.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra.  63. 

Frenzeny.— Fifty  Years  on  the 

Trail  :  The  Adventures  of  John  Y. 
Nelson,  Scout,  Guide, and  Interpreter, 
in  the  Wild  West.  By  Harrington 
O'Reilly.  With  over  100  Illustrations 
by  Paul  Frenzeny.  Crown  8vo,picture 
cover,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Frere. — Pandurang    Hari  ;    or. 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H.Bartle  Frere,  GC.S.L,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Friswell. — Oneof  Two:  ANovel. 

By  Hain  Friswell.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
Old  Showmen  and  Old  London  Fairs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)    Royal    Guide 

to  the  London  Charities.  Showing 
their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation, 
Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c.  Edited 
by  John  Lane.  Pablished  Annually. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Gardening  Books: 

Post  Svo,  Is.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d  each. 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Green- 
house :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  01 
the  Flower, Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden, 
By  George  Glenny. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden  :  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them, 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  TcM  and  Jake 
Jerrold.    Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent 
By  ToM  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Qrew 
ihere.   ByF.G.  Heath,    Crown  ayQ 
cloth  extra.  53. 1  ^iit  edge§,  Q9< 


io 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Gappett.— The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3b.  6cL.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  23. 

Gentleman's  Magazine  (The). 

Is.  Monthly.  —  In  addition  to  the 
Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature, 
Science,  and  Art,  tor  which  this  Maga- 
zine has  so  high  a  reputation,  "Table 
Talk  "  by  Sylvanus  Urban  appears 
monthly. 
*:^*  Bound  Voluvies  for  recent  years  are 

kept  in  stock,  cloth  extra,  price  8s.  6d. 

each  ;  Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 

Gentleman's     Annual     (The). 

Published  Annually  in  November.  In 
picture  cover,  demy  8vo,  Is.  The 
forthcoming  Annual  is  entitled  Hood- 
winked, by  T.  W.  Speight,  Author  of 
"  The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke." 

German  Popular  Stories.  Col- 
lected by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  63.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Robin  Gray. 
What      will      the 

World  Say? 
Queen      of      the 

Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 


The  Braes  of  Yar- 
row. 

A  Heart's  Prob- 
lem. 

TheGoidenShaft. 

Of  High   Degree. 

Loving  a  Dream. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
The  Dead  Heart. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the  World  Say? 
For  the  King.   ]  In  PasturesGreen. 
In  Love  and  War. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
A  Hard  Knot.  |  Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 

Gibney.— Sentenced  I  By  Som- 

ERViLLE  Gibney.    Crown  Svo,  picture 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays 
by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  23.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains — The 
Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Ga- 
latea— Charity  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb— 
H  M.S.  Pinafore— The  Sorcerer— The 
Pirates  of  Peazance. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  continued — 

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ- 
ten by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer— H. M.S.  "Pinafore" 
• — The  Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe 
■ —  Patience  —  Princess  Ida  —  The 
Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermonger. 

Glenny. — A    Year's    Work    in 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.    Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Godwin. — Lives  of  the  Necro- 
mancers. By  William  Godwin. 
Post  Svo,  limp,  23. 

Golden   Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  23.  per  Volume. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett's  (Dr.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett's  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Godwin's  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.    Introduction  by  Sala. 

Holmes's  Professor  at  the  Break- 
fast Table. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc- 
cupations of  a  Country  Life 

Mailory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  Mont- 
GOMERiE  Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
ductionand  Notes  byT.M'CRiE.D.D, 

Pope's  Poetical  Works. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
trodu^ctory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 


Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The:  An  Encyclop.cdia  of  Quota- 
tions from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Gowing.   —   Five      Thousand 

Miles  in  a  Sledge:  A  Mid-winter 
Journey  Across  Siberia.  By  Lionel, 
F.  Gowing.  With  a  Map  by  E.  Wel- 
LKRandso  Illustrations  by  C.J.  Uken, 
Large  crown  8yp,  plotlj  extra,  8§, 
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Graham.  —    The    Professor's 

Wife  :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
KoNER.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  HuEFFER.  With  545  Illustrations. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  large  crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Greenaway   (Kate)    and    Bret 

Harte. — The  Queen  of  the  Pirate 
Isle.  By  Bret  Harte.  With  25 
original  Drawings  by  Kate  Green- 
away,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  E. 
Evans.     Sm.  4to,  bds.,  53. 

Greenwood  (James), Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each. 
The  Wilds  of  London. 
Low-Life  Deeps:    An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 

Greville  (Henry),  Novels  by  : 

Nikanop:  A  Russian  Novel.  Trans- 
lated by  Eliza  E.  Chase.  With  8 
Illusts.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  Noble  Woman.  Translated  by 
Albert  D.  Vandam.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. 

Habberton    (John),    Author   of 

"  Helen's  Babies,"  Novels  by: 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Brueton's  Bayou. 
Country  Luck. 

Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 
Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
PiNcus.     Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas    Gordon), 

Poems  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63.  each. 
New  Symbols. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow. 
The  Serpent  Play. 


Maiden    Ecstasy, 
extra,  8s. 


Small  4to,  cloth 


Hall.— Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 
racter. By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  Sro, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d^ 

Halliday. — Every-day   Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Handv/riting,  The  Philosophy 

of.  With  over  100  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory Text.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.    Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Hanky-Panky  :    A  Collection  of 

Very  EasyTrick3,Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illusts.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,4s.  6d. 

Hardy    (Lady    DufTus).  —  Paul 

Wynter's  Sacrifice  :  A  Story.  By  Lady 
DuFFus  Hardy.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas). — Under  the 
Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "Far  from  the  Madding 
Crowd."   Post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 

Harwood. — The    Tenth    Earl. 

By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Haweis(Mrs.  H  R.),  Works  by: 

Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece  and  numerous  Illusts. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts. 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  Svo,  illustrated 
cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Haweis(Rev.  H.  R.). — American 

Humorists:  Washington  Irving, 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James 
Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.  By 
Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis,  M.A.    Cr.Svo.  68. 

Hawley      Smart.   —    Without 

Love  or  Licence:  A  Novel.  By 
Hawley  Smart.  Three  Vols.,  cr.  Svo. 

Hawtnorne. — Our   Old   Home. 

By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne.  Anno- 
tated with  Passages  from  the  Author's 
Note-books,  and  Illustrated  with  30 
Photogravures.  Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  15s. 

Hawthorne(Julian),  Novelsby. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentln. 

Fortune's  Fool. 


Sebastian  Strome. 

Dust. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
MissCadogna.      |  Love— or  a  Name. 

Mrs.     Gainsborough's      Diamonds. 

Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover.  Is. 
A   Dream    and  a  Forgetting.    Post 

Svo,  cloth.  Is.  6d« 
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Hays.— Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5a. 

Heath    (F.    G.).  —  My   Garden 

Wild,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
*'  The  Fern  World,"  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra.  5s. ;  cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Animals  and  their  Masters. 

Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron:  A  Novel.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Henderson.— Agatha  Page:   A 

Novel.  By  Isaac  Henderson.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  6d. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  18s. 

Hesse- Wartegg        (Chevalier 

Ernst  von),  Works  by  : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 

The  New  South-West:  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  100  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
14s.  [/»  preparation. 

Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by: 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings:  In- 
cluding the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
Witft  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  61. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Hoey. — The     Lover's     Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoxy.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards.  ?,s. 

Holllngshead — NiagaraSpray : 

Sketches.  By  John  Hollingshead. 
With  Three  Illustrations.  Crown  bvo, 
picture  cover, Is. 

Holmes  (OT Wendell),  Works  by : 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp, 
28.  6d. — Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
£ala.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23. 


Holmes  (O.  Wendell),  coniinued— 
The    Professor  at    the    Breakfast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris.    Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  23. 

Holmes.  —  The  Science  of 
Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation: A  Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo,  13. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas): 

Hood's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
CoMic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Authoi,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  With 
85  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  28. 

Hood  (Tom). — From  Nowhere 

to  the  North  Pole:  A  Noah's  Arkas- 
ological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square  Svo, cloth 
extra,  gilt  edges,  68. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu- 
morous Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures.Bons  Mots, Puns, and 
Hoaxes.  With  Life  of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles.and  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  73. 6d. 

Hooper. — The  House  of  Raby  : 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hooper. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hopldns— "  Twlxt   Love    and 

Duty:"  A  Novel.  By  Tighe  Hopkins. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

Home. — Orion  :  An  Epic  Poem, 

in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum- 
mers. Tenth  Edition.  Crown  Svo, 
cioth  extra,  7s. 

Horse  (The)  and  his  Rider:  An 

Anecdotic  Medley.  By  "  Thormanby." 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hunt.— Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt: 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction, by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half- 
bound,  28. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 

Thornicroft's  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self  Condemned. 

That  other  Person, 
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Hydrophobia:  an  Account  of  M. 
Pasteur's  System.  Containing  a 
Translation  ot  all  his  Communications 
on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of  his 
Method,  and  the  latest  statistical 
Results  By  Renaud  Suzor.  MB., 
CM.  Edin.,  and  M.D.  Paris,  Commis- 
sioned by  the  Government  of  the 
Colony  of  Mauritius  to  study  M. 
Pasteur's  new  Treatment  m  Paris. 
With  7  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Indoor   Paupers.      By  One  of 

Them.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Ingelow.— Fated  to  be  Free  :  A 

Movel.     By  Jean  Ingelow.     Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.    Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per- 
cevalGraves.  Post  Svo.cl.  limp,  2s. 6d. 

James. — A    Romance    of    the 

Queen's  Hounds.  By  Charles  James. 
Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  6d. 

Janvier. — Practical    Keramics 

for   Students.       By    Catherine  A. 
Janvier.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

p.-st  Svo,  illustrated  boardS;  23,  each. 
The  Dark  Colleen, 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 


JatTerles  (Richard),  Works  by: 
Nature   near  London.     Pr.^.t  8vo,  ri, 

limp,  23,  6d. 
The   Life  of  the   Fields.     Post  8vn, 

rloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The  Open  Air.      Crown    8vo,  cloth 

extra,  63. ;  post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  23.  6d. 

The    Eulogy    of    Richard    Jefferies. 

By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Ed, 
Photo.  Portrait.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  63. 

Jennings  (H.  J),  Works  by: 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s,  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson:  A  Biographical 
Sketch.  With  a  Photograph-Por- 
trait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jerome. — Stageland  :  Curious 
Habits  and  Customs  of  its  Inhabitants. 
ByjEROME  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illusts, 
by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.  Fifteenth 
Thousand.     Fcap.  410,  cloth,  33.  6d. 

Jerrold. — The  Barber's  ChaTF; 

and  The  Hedgehog  Letters.  By 
Douglas  Jerkold.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  25. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
Household  Horticulture:    A  Gossip 

about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
Our    Kitchen    Garden:    The  Plants 

we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 


Jesse. — Scenes  and  Occupa- 
tions of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 

Jesse.     Post  8vo,  clotn  hmp,  2s. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.  Collected  and 
Edued  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  PostSvo, 
cloth  limp,  2s  6d. 

Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d   each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical.  Le- 
genria-y,  and  Anecdotal.  With  nearly 
300  Illustrations.  Second  Edition, 
Revised  and  Enlarged. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present.  In- 
cluding the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans, Word  and  Letter  Divina- 
tion, Exorcising  and  Blessing  ol 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

Crowns  and  Coronations:  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  ail  Times  and  Coun- 
tries.      One  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Jonson's   (Ben)    Works.     With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun- 
ningham. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
rloth  extra,  IBs. ;  or  separately, 6s.  each. 

Josephus,  The  C  o  m  p  I  et  e  Work  3 

of.  _  Translate!  by  Whiston.  Ccn 
taining  both  ^  The  Antiquities  of  tha 
Jevvs"  and  "  Ihe  Wars  of  the  Jews'' 
\yith  52  Illustrations  and  Maps.  Tw-n 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  handsomely  hriit- 
hound,  12s.  6d. 

K e rnpt7— Pencil    and    Palette^ 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Rober  t 
_  Kfmpt.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Kershaw  — ColoniarFacts  and 

Fictions:  Humorous  Sketches.  By 
Mark  Kershavv".  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  23.  6d. 

key  sen. — Cut  by  the  Mess;   A 

Novel.  By  Arthur  Keyser.  Cr.  8vo, 
picture  cover.  Is. ;  rloth.  Is.  6d. 

King  (R.  Ashe)^Novefsnbyl 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

Passion's  Slave.     Post  8vo,   picture 
boards,  2s. 

Kingsley    (Henry),  Novels   by: 

Oakshott    Castle.       Post    8vo,  illus- 

trated  boards,  28. 
Number  Seventeen.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  3s.  6d. 

Knight.— The   Patient's   Vade 

Mecum  :  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C.S.,and  Enw.  Knight, 
L.R.C.P.    Cr.  bvo  13.    cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion  :  A 

Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the 
Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Lamb  (Charles): 

Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori- 
ginal Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  a  page  of  the  "  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig."     Cr.Svo.cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.  Both  Series 
complete.  Post  8vo,  laid  paper, 
handsomely  half-bound,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
fully reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters by  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz- 
gerald.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lane's   Arabian    Nights.-— The 

Thousand  and  One  Nights:  com- 
monly called  in  England  "  The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments." A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole,  Three  Vols., 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by: 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 
With  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy:  The  An- 
tiquities, Humours,  and  Eccentrici- 
ties of  the  Cloth.  Post  Svo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bound  (uniform 
with  "The  Essays  of  Elia"  and 
•'  Gastronomy  as  a  Fjne  Art"),  2s. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes. 


Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by: 

Carols  of  Cockayne.  A  New  Edition, 
printed  on  fcap.  Svo  hand-made 
paper,  and  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Hen  ry  S.  Leigh.  Post  Svo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leys. — The  Lindsays  :  A  Ro- 
mance of  Scottish  Life.  By  John  K. 
Leys.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 


Life  in  London  ;  or.  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  Cruikshank's  Coloured 
Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Linskill. — In   Exchange  for   a 

Soul.    By  Mary  Linskill.    Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. _^ 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 

Ourselves :  Essays  on  Women. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  P 
"My  Love!"  |      lone. 

Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  &  Miser, 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Sowing  the  Wind.    Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  33.  6d. 

Longfellow's    Poetical  Works. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical, 
Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in  Health 
and  Disease.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P.  Cr.  Svo,  23. ;  cl.  limp,  2s.6d. 

Lucy.— Gideon  Fleyce:  ANoveh 

By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  Svo, 
cl.  ex.,  33. 6d.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Lusiad     (The)     of    Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  Svo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  183. ^^ 

Macalpine (Avery),  Novels  by: 

Teresa    Itasca,    and    other    Stories. 

Crown  Svo,  bound  in  canvas,  2s.  6d. 
Broken  Wings.  With  Illusts.  by  W.  J. 

Hennessy.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

M c C art h y~(J  ust i n  "H .7  M . P. ), 

Works  by: 

The  French  Revolution.  4  Vols., 
Svo,  12s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland, 
lroi:i  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.    Cr.  Svo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Ireland  since  the  Union:  Sketches 
of  Irish  History  from  1798  to  18S6. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 
Second  Edition,  revised.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Haflz  in  London:  Poems.  Choicely 
printed.  Small  Svo,  gold  cloth,  33. 6(li 
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McCarthy  (Ji;stin  H.),  continued— 
Harlequinade:    Poems.      Small  4to, 

Japanese  vellum,  8s.     Also  a  few 

Large   Paper  Copies,   the  price   of 

which  may  be  ascertained  from  any 

Bookseller. 
Oup   Sensation    Novel.    Crown  8vo, 

Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Dolly:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture 

cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Lily  Lass:  A  Romance.    Crown  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

McCarthy  (J  ustin,M.P.),Works 

by: 

A  History  of  Oup  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  ot  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Four 
Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each. 
—And  a  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  ot 
1886,  complete  in  Two  Vols.,  square 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 
One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition, 
post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  23.  6d. 

A  History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Four 
Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  now  ready. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain.  I  A  Fair  Saxon. 
LInley  Rochford.'Miss  iVIisanthrope. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
Donna  Quixote.  |    Maid  of  Athens. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Camiola:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune, 

"The  Right  Honourable."  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs. 
Campbell-Praed.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Macdonell. — Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macgregor.  —  Pastimes    and 

Players .  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Mackay. — Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones ;  or,  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.     Cr.  8vo,  63. 

Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters; 
with  Memoirs — Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illus- 
trative of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  85  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  78 16(1, 


MacColl.— Mr.      Stranger's 

Sealed  Packet :  A  Story  of  Adven- 
ture. By  Hugh  MacColl.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

MacDonald. — Works  of  Fancy 

and  Imagination.  By  George  Mac- 
DONALD,  LL.D.  Ten  Vols.,  in  cloth 
case,  21s.  Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had 
separately,  grolier  cloth,  at  2s.'6d.  each. 
Vol.  I.  Within  and  Without.  The 
I  Hidden  Life. 

Vol.  2.  The  Disciple.    The  Gospel 

Women.     A    Book    of    Sonnets. 

Organ  Songs. 
Vol.  3.  Violin  Songs.   Songs  of  the 

Days  and    Nights.      A    Book  of 

Dreams,   Roadside  Poems.   Poems 

for  Children. 
Vol,  4.  Parables.   Ballads.   Scotch 

Songs. 
Vols.  5  and  6.  Phantastes;  A  Faeiie 

Romance. 
Vol.  7.  The  Portent. 
Vol.  8.  The    Light    Princess.    The 

Giant's  Heart,     Shadows. 
Vol.  9.  Cross  Purposes.  The  Golden 

Key.   The  Carasoyn.  Little  Day- 
light. 
Vol.  10,  The  Cruel    Painter.    The 

Wowo'  RivvEN.  The  Castle.  The 

Broken  Swords.  The  Gray  Wolf. 

Uncle  Cornelius. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  byj 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d.  eacti. 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor- 
mandy and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illusts.  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid, 

Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus- 
trations byT.  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 
Lost  Rose. 


Magician's   Own    Book  (The): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  HandkercJrtiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  With 200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Magic  Lantern  (The),  and  its 
Management:  including  full  Prac- 
tical Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxyeen  Gas,  au.l 
preparing  Lantern  Slides.  By  T.  C.. 
Hepworth.  With  10  Illustratioas', 
Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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Magna  Chart  a.    Ari  exact  Fac- 

simJIe  of  llie  Oii{^in;iI  in  tbc  British 
Museum,  pi inled  on  line  plalc  paper, 
.^  feet  by  2  Icel,  widi  Anus  ami  Seals 
e!nbl^^oned  iii  Gold  an<i  Colours.    f»si. 

Maliock  (W.  H.),  Works  by: 

The  New  Republic;  01 ,  Culture,  Faitb, 
;'nd  Philosophy  in  an  EnKlish  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia ;  or,  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.     Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

Is  Life  worth  Living  ?  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,6s. 

Mallory  s  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
A  Selection.  Edited  by  B.  Montgome- 
RiE  Ranking.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Man  -  Hunter  (The)  :  Stories 
from  the  Note-book  of  a  Detective.  Py 
Dick  Donovan.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d^ 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 

Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 

the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and 

numerous  Illustration-. 
Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 

Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by  F. 

A.  Fraser. 
The  Gilded   Age.    By  Mark  Twain 

and     Chari-rs    DrnLKY     Warner. 

With  212  Illustrations  by  T.  Coppin. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
A   Yankee   at    the    Court    of    King 

Arthur.     With  220  Illustrations  by 

Dan  Beard. 

Crown   8vo,  cloth  extra,  (illustrated), 

7s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo  (without  Illus- 
trations), illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Innocents  Abroad  ;  or.  The  New 

Pilgrim's  Progress  :  "  Mark  Twain's 

Pleasure  Trip." 
The   Adventures  of  Tom    Sawyer. 

With  J II  Illustrations. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.     With 

nearly  200  Illustrations. 
A  Tramp  Abroad.     With  314  Illusts. 
Lif^e  on  the   Mississippi.    With  300 

Illustrations. 
The    Adventures    of    Huckleberry 

Finn.      With    174    Illustrations    by 

E.  W.  Kemble. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Marlowe's  Works.  Including 
his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  Ijy  Col,  Cpn- 
MINGHAM.    CfPWR  8yo,  ejotli  extra,  6s, 


Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Post  .Svo,  illustrated  boards, 2s.  each. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Fighting  the  Air.  |  Wrillsn  In  Fire 
Open!     Sesame!      Crowu    8vo,    clolli 
extra,  3s.6d.  ;  post  8vo,  [lictuie  buaida, 
23. 

Massinger  s  Plays,     From  the 

Text  of  Wm.  Gifkord.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunnij;^gham.   Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Masterman. — Half    a     Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.    By  J.  Master- 
man.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Matthews.— A   Secret  of  the 

Sea,    &c.      By   Bkander  Matthews. 
Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  23.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Mayfair  Library,  Tirol 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume, 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By 
Xavier  de  Maistre,  Translated 
by  Henry  Attwell. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.  Selected  by 
W.  Davenport  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times," 
from  1800  to  1S70.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 
Abridgment  of  "  Burton's  Anatomy 
of  Melancholy." 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.     By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici- 
ties.    Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 

DoRPDN'. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea — Charity — ^The  Pnncess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury, 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S  Gilbert. 
Second  Series.  Containing :  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged  —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen— Dan'l  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  — The  Sorcerer 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collectedand  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 
Aktiii:r  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps, 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    By  Henry 

J.  Jennings. 
TheAutocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Tabic. 
P.y  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.      Il- 
lustrated by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.     By  R.  Kempt. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters by  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 
his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Forensic  Anecdotes;  or,  Humour  and 
Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Mep  of 

t-,a\V.      By  JACOB  LARWOQli 
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Mayfair  Library,  continued — 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Theatrical    Anecdotes.      By   Jacob 

Larwood.  [Leigh, 

Jcux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S. 
Witch  Stories.  By  E,  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves:    Essays  on   Women.    By 

E.  Lynn  Linton.  [Macgregor. 

Pastimes  and  Players.  By  Robert 
The    New    Paul    and   Virginia.     By 

W.  H.  Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmonde- 

lev-Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.     By  H.  Chol- 

mondeley-Pennell.    Illustrated  by 

George  Du  Maurier. 
Muses    of   Mayfair.     Edited  by    H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Thoreau  :    His  Life  and  Aims.      By 

H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.  By  Hon.  H.  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 

Don  Felix  de  Salamanca. 
By  Stream  and  Sea      By  William 

Senior. 
Leaves  from   a  Naturalist's  Note- 
Book.    By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 

Mayhew. — London  Characters 

and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London  ! 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With  nume-  \ 
rous  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d.      [ 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou-  \ 

sand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical  ' 
Hints,  lor  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle  . 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies,  ' 
L.R.C.P.  Lond.    Cr.Svo,  Is.;  cl.,  ls.6d. 

Menken. — Infelicia:  Poems  by  j 
Adah  Isaacs  Menken.  A  New  Edi-  | 
ttcn,  with  a  Biographical  Preface,  nu- 
mtrotis  Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis 
and  F.  O.  C.  Darley,  and  Facsimile 
of  a  Letter  from  Charles  Dickens. 
Beautifully  printed  on  small  4to  ivory 
paper,  with  red  border  to  each  page, 
and  handsomely  bound,  price  7s.  6d. 

Mexican     Mustang     (On     a), 

through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the  Rio 
Grande.  By  A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy 
Knox,  Editors  ot  "  Texas  Sifiings.'' 
With  265  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.extra,  73.6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
Touch   and  Go.      |      Mr. Dorillion. 

Miller.  —  Physiology    for    the 

Young;  or.  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  ot  Health.  With 
numerous  Illusts.  By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick 
J^lH^ER,  Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ?s.  ^d. 


Milton  (J.  L),  Works  by: 

Sm.  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  ex.,  Is.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  Rules  lor 
the  Management  of  the  Skin;  with 
Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,&c. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 
to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

The  Successful  Treatment  of  Le- 
prosy. By  P.  G.  Unna.  With  Notes 
by  J.  L.  Milton.     Demy  8vo,  Is. 

Mlnto.— WasSneGoodorBad  ? 

A  Romance.      By   William    Minto. 
Cr.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Molesworth^Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Hathercourt    Rectory.      Post    8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
That    Girl    in    Black.      Crown    8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Moore  (Thomas),  WorKs  by  : 
The  Epicurean  ;  and  Alciphron.     A 

New  Edition.  Post  8vo,  printed  on 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
Prose  and  Verse,  Humorous,  Satiri- 
cal, and  Sentimental,  by  T.  Moore; 
with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the 
Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron-  Edited, 
w^ith  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R. 
Herne  Shepherd.  With  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

MiTddock  (J.  E.),  Stories  by  : 
stories  Weird  and  Wonderful.    Post 

8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
The   Dead   Man's   Secret;     or,  The 

Valley  of  Gold :  Being  a  Narrative 

of    Strange   and    Wild    Adventure. 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Murray   (D.  Christie),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Life's  Atonement.  A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Coals  of  Fire 

Val  Strange.  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular.  ;     Hearts. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea.  Post  8vo, 
picture  boards,  2s. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero.  With  Three  Illui- 
trations  by  A.  McCormick.  Crown 
bvo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards.  23.  _ 

Murray  (D.  Christiej  &  Henry 

Herman,  Works  by: 
One  Traveller  Returns. Cr.Svo, cloth 

extra,  63. ;  post  bvo,  illupt.  bds.,  23. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c.     With  Illusts. 

by  A.  FoRESTiER  and  G.  Nicolet. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
The  Bishops'  Bible.      Cheaper   Ed. 

Cr,  8vo.  cloih  extra,  33.  6d.   [Shortly. 
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Murray.— A  Game  of  Bluff:  A 

Novel.  By  Henry  Murray,  joint- 
Author  with  Christie  Murray  of  "  A 
Dangerous  Catspaw."  Post  8vo,  pic- 
ture  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.6d. 

Nisbet.— "Bail  Up:"  A  Romance 
of  Bushrangers  and  Blacks.  By 
Hume  Nisbet.  With  a  Frontispiece 
by  the  Author.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. [Shortly. 

Novelists.  —  Half-Hours    with 

the  Best  Novelists  of  the  Century  : 

ChoiceReadings  from  the  finest  Novels. 
Edited,  with  Critical  and  Biographical 
Notes,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell. 
Crown  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.    [Preparing. 

Nursery     Hints:     A    Mother's 

Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies.L.R.C.P.  Cr.Svo,  Is. ;  cl.,  ls.6d. 

Oberammergau. — The  Coun- 
try of  the  Passion  Play,  and  the 
Highlands  of  Bavaria.  By  L.  G. 
Seguin,  Author  of"  Walks  in  Algiers." 
With  a  Map  and  37  Illustrations. 
Third  Edition,  with  a  new  Preface 
for  1890.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

O'Connor. — LordBeaconsfielci: 

A  Biography.  ByT.  P. O'Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface, 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

O'Hanlon  (Alice),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.S.  each. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance?  or  Fate? 

Ohnet  (GeorgesV Novels  by: 

Doctor  Rameau.  Translated  by  Mrs. 
Cashel  Hoey,  With  9  Illustrations 
by  E.  Bayard.  Cr.Svo, cloth extra,6s.; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

A  Last  Love.  Translated  by  Albert 
D.  Vahdam.    Crown  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. 

A  Weird  Gift.  Translated  by  Albert 
D.  Vandam,  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra, 
3s.  6d. 

Ollphant  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Whlteiadles.  With  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 

O'Reilly. — Phoebe's   FortTmesT 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

O'Shaughnessy  (A.),  Poems  by : 
Songs  of  a  Worker.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  6d. 
Music  and  Moonlight.      Fcap.  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
tays  of  France.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,103. 6(J, 


Ouida,  Novels  by.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil     Castle- 

maine's  Gage. 
Idalia. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folie  Farine. 
TwoLittleWooden 

Shoes. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 


Pascarel. 

SIgna.     I  Ariadne. 
In  a  Winter  City 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I    Bimbi. 
Pipistreiio. 
In  Maremma 
A     Village     Com- 
mune. 
Wanda. 

Frescoes.  [Ine. 
Princess  Naprax- 
Othmar. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each, 

Guilderoy. 
Syriin. 
RuflRno,  &c. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F. 
Sydney  Morris.  Sm.cr.Svo,cl.ex.,53, 
Cheaper  Edition,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 
With  Portrait.  Post8vo,cl.limp,2s.6d. 

Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with- 
in a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Animal  Anecdotes.  Arranged  on  a 
New  Principle.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 

Parliamentary  Elections  and 

Electioneering  in  the  Old  Days  (A 
History  of).  Showing  the  State  of 
Political  Parties  and  Party  Warfare  at 
the  Hustings  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Illustrated  from  the  original 
Political  Squibs,  Lampoons,  Pictorial 
Satires,  and  Popular  Caricatures  of 
the  Time.  By  Joseph  Grego,  Author 
of  "Rowlandson  and  his  Works," 
"The  Life  of  Gillray,"  &c.  A  New 
Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illus- 
trations, 7s.  6d,  [Preparing, 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Patient's  (The)  Vade  Mecum: 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medical 
Advice.  By  W.  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,and 
E.Knight.L.R.CP.  Cr,8vo,lg.;cl.l/6. 
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Paul.— Gentle  and  Simple.    By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d, ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Payn     (James),     Novels     by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Lost  Sip  Massingberd. 

Walter's  Word.     |  Under  One  Roof. 

Less  Black  than  we're  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  I    High  Spirits. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 

From  Exile.     1    The  Canon's  Ward 

Holiday  Tasks.  I  Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Kit:   A  Memory.     |     Carlyon's  Year. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentinck'sTutor.  Murphy's  Master. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

For  Cash  Only. 

What  He  Cost  Her.  |  Cecil's  Tryst. 

Fallen  Fortunes.    |  Halves. 

A  County  Family.  |  At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

The  Foster  Brothers.   Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey.     Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

In    Peri!    and  PrivatiorT:    Stories  of 

Marine  Adventure  Re-told.    With  17 

Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 
The  Burnt  Million.  Cheaper  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.6d. 
The  Word    and    the   Vi/ill.      Three 

\'ols.,  crown  8vo. 
Notes  from   the  "News."     Cr.  Svo, 

portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Pears. — The  Present  Depres- 
sion in  Trade:  Its  Causes  and  Reme- 
dies. Being  the  "  Pears"  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas).  By  Edwin 
GoADBY  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F.S.A.,  F.S.S.     Demy  Svo,  Is, 

Pennell     (H.     Cholmondeley), 

Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.   With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  Illusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfair.  Vers  de 
Societe,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell, 


Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,'l3.  each  ;  cl.  Hmp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
Beyond  the  Gates.     By  the  Author 

of  "The  Gates  Ajar." 
An  Old  Maid's  Paradise. 
Burglars  in  Paradise. 

Jack  the  Fisherman.  With  Twenty- 
two  Illustrations  by  C.  W.  Reed. 
Cr.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cl.  Is.  6d. 


Pirkis  (C.  L.),  Novels  by: 

Trooping  with   Crows.     Fcap.  Svo, 

picture  cover,  Is. 
Lady  Lovelace.     Post  Svo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s. 

Planche  (J.   R.),  Works  by: 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Her- 
aldry Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo, cloth  extra,  63. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  With  Portraits. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  handsomely 
half-bound,  lOs.  6d. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan): 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes.   Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  73.  6d. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget.  and 
other  Stories.  Post  Svo,  illust.bas.,23. 


Pope's  Poetical  Works.    Com- 
plete in  One  Vol.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  23. 

Praed  (Mrs. Campbell-) — "The 

Right  Honourable:"  A  Romance  of 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
eell-Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Price  (E.G.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Valentina.  |     The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald.    Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  28. 
Princess  Olga— Radna ;  or.  The 

Great  Conspiracy  of  i83i.  By  the 
Princess  Olga.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  68. 
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Proctor  (R.  A.),  Works  by: 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition, with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lOs  6d,. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.    Crown  8vo, Is.  6d. 

Rambosson. — Popular  Astro- 
nomy. By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  a  Coloured  Chart  of  Spectra. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Randolph.  —  Aunt  Abigail 

Dykes:  A  Novel.  By  Lt.Col.  George 
Randolph,  U.S.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  73.  6d. 

Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by  ■ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.6d, 
each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23.  each. 
Peg  Wofflngton.     Illustrated  by  S.  L, 
FiLDES,  A.R.A. 

Christie  Johnstone.  Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.  lU 
lustrated  by  G.  ].  Pinvvell. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 
run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Heien 
Paterson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  all  Trades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il- 
lustrated by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

The  Double  Marriage.  Illust.  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert.  R.A.,andC.  Keene. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il- 
lustrated by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  Illust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S  L. 
FiLDES,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 

Foul  Play.     Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 

Put  Yourself  In  His  Place.  Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edw.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated  by 
11.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R.A., 
C.  Green,  and  H.  Woods,  A.R.A. 

A  Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Kate 
Crau'kord.  [Couldery, 

A    WomanHater.    Illust.    by  Thos, 


Reade  (Charles),  continued-' 
Singleheart    and     Doubleface:     A 

Matter-of-fact  Romance.    Illustrated 

by  P.  Macnab. 
Good    Stories  of    Men    and    other 

Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 

Percy  Macquoid, and  Joseph  Nash. 
TheJilt,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 

by  Joseph  Nash. 
Readiana.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait 

ol  Charles  Reade. 

Bible  Characters :  Studies  of  David, 
Nehemiah,  Jonah,  Paul,  &c.  Fcap. 
8vo,  leatherette.  Is. 

Christie  Johnstone.  A  Choice  Pocket 
Edition,  set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir 
style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather.  23.  6d. 
[Shoitly. 

(The)   of 

Plots,    and 
Dr.    Brewer. 


Reader's   Handbook 

Allusions,     References, 

Stories.     By  the  Rev. 

With    an    Appendix,    containing    an 

English    Bibliography.      Fifteemh 

Thousand.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Ridden  (Mrs.  J.  H.yrNovels  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each, 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party, 

Weird  Stories. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  board",  2a.  earu. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Fairy  Water. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

Rimmer  (Alfred^,  Works  by : 

Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  73.  6d.  each. 
Our  Old  Country  Towns.    With  over 

50  Illustrations. 
Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  With 

53  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 

and  C.  A.  Vanderhoof. 

Robinson  Crusoe.     By  Daniel 

Defoe.  (Major's  Edition.)  With  37 
Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Post  8vo,  half-bound,  23^ 

Robinson  (F7W.y,  Novels  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 


Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d.  each. 
The  Poets'  Birds. 
The  Poets'  Beasts. 
The   Poets  and   Nature:     Reptiles, 
Fishes,  and  Insects. [Preparing. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
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Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The;  or, 

A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.     Handsomelyprinted.Ss. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh), Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With 

numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Round  the  Galley-Fire, 

In  the   Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star," 

The    Romance    Of  J^enny  Harlowe. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy  :  A  Novel.  Cheaper 
Edition.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

My  Shipmate  Louise.  Three  Vols., 
crown  Svo. 

Sala.— Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Sanson. — Seven  Generations 

of  Executioners:  Memoirs  ol  the 
Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRvSANSON.    Cr.8vo,cl.ex.33.6d. 

Saunders  (John),   Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Guy  Waterman.  |  Lion  in  the  Pathi 
The  Two  Dreamers. 


Bound   to  the  Wheel, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Crown  8vo, 


Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 

by.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

Heart  Salvage.   I    Sebastian. 

Joan  Merryweather.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Gideon's  Rock.  Crown  8vO|  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d 


Science-Gossip:  An  Illustrated 
Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  Dr. 
J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to 
Geology,  Botany,  Physiology,  Chemis- 
try, Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy, 
Physiography,  Photography,  &c.  Price 
4d.  Monthly  ;  or  63.  per  year,  post- 
free.  Vols.  I.  to  XIX.  may  be  had  at 
7s.  6d.  each  ;  and  Vols.  XX.  to  date, 
at  5s.  each.  Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  6d. 
each. 

"Secret    Out"    Series,    The: 

Cr.  Svo,  cl. ex..  Illustrated,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The    Secret    Out:    One    Thousand 
Tricks  with   Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations ;  with  Entertaining  Experi 
ments  in  Drawing-room  or  "  White 
Magic."  By  W.H.Cremer.  30oIllusts. 

The  Art  of  Amusing :  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts, Games.Tricks, Puzzles, 
and  Charades  By  Frank  Bellew. 
With  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic, 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations. 

Magician's  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiels,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre- 
mer.   200  Illustrations. 

S~egu i n~(L.G^),  Works  by  :        ~ 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play, 
and  the  Highlands  and  Highlanders 
of  Bavaria.  With  Map  and  37  lUusts. 
and  a  New  Preface  for  1890. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 

Walks  in  Algiers  and  its  Surround- 
ings. With  3  Maps  and  16  Illusts, 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Senior. — By  Stream  and  Seal 

^>i^Y-^^^'^-_?°^*  8vo,cl.limp,  23.6d. 

Seven  Sagas  ( T h ej oFP re h is • 

toric  Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 
Author  of  "  The  Village  Life."  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Shakespeare : 
The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare's  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623. — A  Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra- 
phic process — ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  Svo, 
half-Roxburghe,  78.  6d. 
Shakespeare  for  Children:  Talea 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  MoYR  Smith.    Cr.  410,  cl.  gilt,  63. 
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Sharp. — Children  of  To-mor- 
row :  A  Novel.  By  William  Sharp. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Shelley. — TheCompleteWorks 

in  Verse  and  Prose  of  Percy  Bysshe 
Shelley.     Edited,  Prefaced  and  Anno- 
tated by  R.  Herne  Shepherd.     Five 
Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. 

Vol.1.  An  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  The 
Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nichol- 
son ;  Shelley's  Correspondence  with  Stock- 
dale  ;  The  Wandering  Jew  (the  only  complete 
version)  ;  Queen  Mab,  with  tlie  Notes ; 
Alastor,  and  other  Poems ;  Rosalind  and 
Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 

\o\.  II.  Laon  and  Cythna  (as  originally  pub- 
lished, instead  of  the  emasculated  "Revolt 
of  Islam")  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo 
(from  Shelley's  manuscript) ;  Swellfoot  the 
Tyrant  (from  the  copy  in  the  Dyce  Library 
at  South  Kensington);  The  Witch  of  Atlas; 
Epipsychidion;  Hellas. 

Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems,  published  by 
Mrs.  Shelley  in  1824  and  1839 ;  The  Masque 
of  Anarchy  (from  Shelley's  manuscript) ;  and 
other  Pieces  not  brought  together  in  the  ordi- 
nary editions. 

Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. 

Vol.  I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St. 
Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A 
Refutation  of  Deism  ;  Lettersto  Leigh  Hunt, 
and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
Vol.  II.  Tlie  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad; 
Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs. 
Shelley,  and  first  published  in  1840,  with 
the  addition  of  some  Minor  Pieces  of  great 
interest  and  rarity,  including  one  recently 
discovered  by  Professor  DOWDEN.  'With  a 
Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  exhaustive 
Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

S herard.— Rogues:  A  Novel. 
By  R.  H.  Sherard.  Crown  8vo,  pic- 
tnre  cover,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Sherldan(General). —  Personal 

Memoirs  of  General  P.  H.  Sheridan. 
With  numerous  Portraits,  Maps,  and 
Facsimiles.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  24s. 

Sheridan  (Richard  Brinsley): 

Sheridan's  Complete  Works,  with 
Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  10  full-page 
Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scandal, 
and  other  Plays.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

IShortly. 

Sheridan's  Comedies;  The  Rivals, 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora- 
tive Vignettes  and  lofull-pagelUusts. 
Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  123,  6d. 


Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
"Arcadia."  With  Portrait,  Memorial. 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  183. 

Signboards:  Their  History. 
With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
Hotten.  With  100  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day. 

Dramas  of  Life.  With  60  Illustra- 
tions by  J.  H.  Russell. 

Cr.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.ea^  cl.,  ls.6d.ea. 

The  Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader: 
being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 
Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his 
own  Works   by   G.  R.  Snfs. 

How  the  Poor  Live;  and  Horrible 
London.    In  One  Volume. 

The  Case  of  George  Candlemas. 

Sister  Dora:  A  Biography.    By 

Margaret  Lonsdale.  Popular  Edi* 
tion,  Revised,  with  additional  Chap- 
ter, a  New  Dedication  and  Preface, 
and  Four  Illustrations.  Sq.  8vo,  pic* 
ture  cover,  4d. ;  cloth,  6d. 

Sketchley. — A  Match  in  the 
Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Slang  Dictionary,  The:  Ety- 
mological.  Historical,  and  Anecdotal, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

S  m  a  rt. — W  i  tTTdut       Love      or 

Licence  :     A   Novel.       By    Hawley 

Smart.  Cheaper  Edition,  Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. [Shortly. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by  : 

The  Prince  of  Argolis:  AStor^ofthe 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  With  130 
Illusts.  Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.6d. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch. 
With  Illustrations.     Small  8vo,  6s. 

Society  in   London.    By  A  Fo- 

reign  Resident.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

Society  In  P'aris:  The  Upper 
Ten  Thousand,  A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young 
French  Diplomat.  Trans,  by  R.  L, 
de  Beaufort.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 
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Society  out  of  Town.    By  A 

Foreign  Resident,  Author  of  "  So- 
ciety in  London,"  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. IPreparing. 

Somerset.— Songs    of    Adieu. 

By  Lord  Henrv  Somerset.  Small 
4to,  Japanese  vellum,  6s. 

Spalding.-Elizabethan  Demon- 

ology  :  An  Essay  in  Illurstration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T. 
A.  Spalding,  LL.B.  Cr.  8vo,c1.  ex.,  53. 

Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by: 
The    Mysteries    of     Heron    Dyke. 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 

Edwards.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

3s.  6d.;    post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 
Wife  or  No  Wife.:*      Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  Is.  6d. 
A  Barren  Title.   Crown  8vo,  cl.,  Is.  6d. 
The  Golden  Hoop.    Post  8vo,  illust. 

boards,  2s. 
By  Devious  Ways;    and  A   Barren 

Title.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  23. 
The  Sandycroft    Mystery.     Crown 

8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
Hoodwinked.  The  Gentleman's  An- 

NUAL  for  1890.  Demy  8vo,  Is.     INov, 

Spenser  for  Children.     By  M. 

H.  TowRY.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  cloth 
gilt.  63. 

Stageland  :  Curious  Habits  and 
Customs  of  its  Inhabitants.  By  Jerome 
K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustrations  by 
J.  Bernard  Partridge.  Fifteenth 
Thousand.   Fcap.  4to,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Starry  Heavens,  The :  A  Poeti- 
cal Birthday  Book.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6d. 

Staunton. — Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess.  With  an  Analysis  of  the 
Openings.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Stedman  (Erc~)7Works  by: 
Victorian  Poets.  Thirteenth  Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 
The  Poets  of  America.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  9s. 

Sterndale. — The  Afghan  Knife: 

A  Novel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33  6d  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Stevenson  (RTLou is),  Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Travels    with    a     Donkey    in    the 

Cevennes.      Eii^hth  Edition.     With 

a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
An  Inland  Voyage.     Fourth   Edition. 

WJtbFrontispiece  byWALXERCRANE. 


Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  continued — 
Cr.  8vo,  buckram  extra,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Filth  Edition. 
The    Silverado    Squatters.      With 

Frontispiece.     Third  Eaition. 
The  Merry  Men.     Second  Edition. 
Underwoods:  Poems.    Fourth  Edit. 
Memories  &,  Portraits.  Third  Edit. 
Virginibus     Puerisque,     and     otner 
Papers.    Fifth  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo,  buckram  extra,  gilt  top,  6s.  each  ; 

post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  23.  each. 
New  Arabian  Nights.  Eleventh  Edit. 
Prince  Otto  :  Sixth  Edition. 
Father  Damien  :  An  Open  Letter  to 

the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde.  Second  Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  hand-made  paper,  Is. 

Stoddard. — Summer  Cruising 

In  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illustrated  by 
Wallis  Mackay.   Cr.  8vo,  cl. ex. ,3s. 6(1. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 
ists. With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
mern.  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

StFange  Manuscript  (A)  found 

In  a  Copper  Cylinder.  With  19  full- 
page  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul. 
Third  Editipn.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 

Strange     Secrets^       Told     by 

Percy  Fitzgerald,  Florence  Mar- 
RYAT,  James  Grant,  A.  Conan  Doyle, 
DuTTON  Cook,  and  others.  With  8 
Illustrations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert, 
William  Small,  W.  J.  Hennessy, 
&c,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63.  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.     

Strutt's  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c., 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  Edited  byWM.  Hone.  With  140 
Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s. 6d. 

Suburban      Homes     (The)    of 

London:  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  with 
Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accom- 
modation,and  Map.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s  6d. 

Swift  (Dean) :— 

Swift's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait,  and 
Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the  Origi- 
nal Edition  of  "  Gulliver's  Travels." 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Gulliver's  Travels  ;  and  A  Tale  of  a 
Tub.  Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid 
paper  and  half-bound,  23. 

A  Monograph  on  Dean  Swift.  By 
J.  Churton  Collins,  Crown  8vo, 
glotb  extra,  83.  [S/ior///, 
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Swinburne       (Algernon       C), 

Works  by: 
Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works 

of  A.  C.  Swinburne.  Fcap.  8vo,  6s. 
Atalantain  Calydon.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard.  ATragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  7s. 
Poems  and  Ballads.     First  Series. 

Cr.  8vo,  9s.     Fcap.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Cr.  8vo,  9s.     Fcap.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Third  Series. 

Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews.  8vo,ls. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  8vo,  10s. 6d. 
Bothwell:  A  Tragedy,   Cr.8vo,12s.6d. 
George  Chapman  :    An  Essay.    (See 

Vol.  II.  of  Geo.  Chapman's  Works.) 

Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Essays  and  Studies.  Crown  8vo,  12s. 
Erechtheus:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Songs  of  the  Springtides.  Cr.8vo,  63. 
Studies  in  Song.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Tristram    of    Lyonesse,  and    other 

Poems.     Crown  8vo,  9s. 
ACentury  of  Roundels.  Small4to,  8s. 
A    Midsummer    Holiday,  and   other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Marino  Faliero:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Cr.  8vo,  63, 
Miscellanies.    Crown  8vo,  12s. 
Locrine:  ATragedy.    Crown  8vo, 63. 
A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.  Cr.  8vo,  7s. 

Symonds. — Wine,  Women,  and 

Song:  MedijEval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng- 
lish Verse,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
Symonds.     Small  8vo,  parchment,  6s. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)   Three   Tours: 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  Illustrations  in  Colours,  and 
a  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  

Taine's     History    of     English 

Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s.— Popular  Edition, 
■J  wo  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

Taylors  (Bayard)   Diversions 

of    the     Echo    Club:    Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  PostSvo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of 
Plants:  A  Sketch  of  the  Lite  and 
(Jonduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 
Coloured  Frontis.  and  100  Illusts, 

Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and 
Where  to  Find  Them  :  A  Handbook 
for  Students.  With  331  Illustrations. 

The  Playtime  Naturalist.  Wit>i  366 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  53. 


Taylor's      (Tom)      Historical 

Dramas:  "Clancarty,"  "Jeanne 
Dare,"  "  'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "  The 
Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's  Wife," 
"Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and  Passion.'* 
One  Vol.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
*^:*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa* 
rately,  at  Is.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord)^  A  Biogra- 
phical Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Thackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading'.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thames. — A  New  Pictorial  His- 
tory of  the  Thames.  By  A.  S.  Krausse. 
With  340  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  pic- 
ture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
postSvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Cressida.  |      Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-Player. 

Thomas  (M.).— A  Fight  for  Life : 

A  Novel.  By  W.  Moy  Thomas.  Post 
8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s, 

Thomson'sSeasonsand  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  Introduction 
by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  over  50 
Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter), Works  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Old  Stories  Re-told. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.    

TImbs  (John),  Works  byl 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
in  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.     With  many  Illusts. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  FQlk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.    With  hp^fVy  59  ll'usts. 
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Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Fcau  Frohmann.  |    Marion  Fay. 

Mp.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
JohnCaldlgate.  |  American  Senator 

Trollope(Frances  E.),Novelsby 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d..  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Mabel's  Progress.  I  Anne  Furness. 

Trollope (T.  A.). — Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s^ 

Trowbridge. — Farnell's  Folly: 

A  Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s 

Tytler  (C.   C.  Fraser-).  — M i s^ 

tress  Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C. 
Fraser-Tytler.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  23. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass.  !  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Saint  Mungos  City.  |  Lady  Bell. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 
Disappeared.  !  TheHuguenotFamily 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 

Literature.  By  H.  Van  Laun.    Three 
Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

VlJIari.— A  Double  Bond.  By  L. 

ViLLARi.  Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

Walford  (Edw.,M.A.),Works1by : 
Watford's  County   Families  of  the 
United  Kingdom  (1890).  Containing 
Notices  of  the  Descent,  Birth,  Mar- 
riage, Education,  &c.,  of  more  than 
i2,ooo  distinguished  Heads  of  Fami- 
lies, their    Heirs  Apparent  or    Pre- 
sumptive, the  Offices  they  hold,  their 
Addresses,     Clubs,    &c.      Thirtieth 
Annual  Ed.  Royal  8vo,  cl.  gilt,  50s. 
Walford's   Shilling   Peerage  (1890). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical   List  of 
the  House    of    Lords,    Scotch    and 
Irish  Peers,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  Is. 
Walford's  Shilling  Baronetage(1890). 
Containing  List  ot  the  Baronets  of  the 
United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Not- 
ices, Addresses,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  Is 


Walford  (Edward),  continued — 

Walford's  Snilling  Knightage  (1890). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
the  Knights  ot  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  of 
Creation,  Addresses, &c.  32mo,cl.,ls. 

Walford's  Shilling  House  of  Com- 
mons (1890).  Containing  List  ot  all 
Members  ot  Parliament,  their  Ad- 
dresses, Clubs,  &c.    32mo,  cloth.  Is. 

Walford's  Complete  Peerage,  Baron 
etage,   Knightage,  and    House   of 
Commons    (1890).      Royal    32mo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

Walford's  Windsor  Peerage,  Baron- 
etage, and  Knightage  (1890). 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  123.  6d. 

William  Pitt:  A  Biography.  PostSvo, 

cloth  extra,  5s. 
Tales  of  our  Great  Families.  A  New 

Edition,  Revised.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. 
Haunted  London.  ByWALXERTHORs- 

EURY.  Edited  by  Edward  Walford, 

RLA.     Illusts.  by  F.   \V.  Fairholt, 
F.S.A.     Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra.  78.  6d. 

Walton  and Cotton'sComplete 

Angler;  or,  The  Contemplative  Man's 
Recreation.  By  Izaak  Walton;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes  by 
Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  6i  Illusts. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  73.  6d. 

Walt    Whitman,   Poems  by. 

Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  William 
M.  Rossetti.  With  Portrait.  Crown 
Svo,  hand-madepaper  and  buckram,  6s. 

Wanderers  Library,  The: 

Crown  Svo  ,cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each. 
Wanderings    in   Patagonia;  or.  Life 
among    the    Ostrich- Hunters.       By 
Julius  Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.     By  Frederick  Boyle 

Savage  Life.     By  Frederick  Bovle, 

Merrle  England  in  the  Olden  Time. 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  RoBT.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 
Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.     By  Thomas  Frost. 

Low  Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
TEGG.     With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  Edited  by  Charles  Hindl£Y. 
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Wanderer's  Library,  contimied — 
The  World  Behind  the  Scenes    By 

Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Tavern   Anecdotes    and    Sayings. 

By  Charles  Hindley.  With  lUusts. 
The  Genial  Showman:  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  ByE.  P. 

HiNGSTON.    With  a  Frontispiece. 
The  Story  of   the  London    Parka. 

By  Jacob  Larwood.    With  Illusts. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mav- 

HEw.    IHustrated. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners: 

Memoirs  of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688 

to  1847),    Edited  by  Henry  Sanson. 
Summer   Cruising     In    the    South 

Seas.     By  C.  Warren   Stoddard. 

Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 

Ward. —  Five  Years   with   the 

Congo  Cannibals.  By  Herbert 
Ward.  With  83  Illustrations  by  the 
Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  B. 
Davis.  Royal  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  143.  [Oc^  15. 

Warner. — A  Roundabout  Jour- 
ney. By  Charles  Dudley  Warner. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Warrants,  &.c.  :— 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures  and  Seals.  On  paper  to 
imitate  the  Original,  22  by  14  in.  23. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.    Price  23. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
of  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  5s. 

The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.    Price  53. 

Washington's  (George)   Rules 

of  Civility,  traced  to  their  Sources  and 
Restored.  By  Moncure  D.  Conway. 
Fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  23.  6d.  [Sliorily. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the, 
with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope  By 
F,  W.  Cory.  With  :o  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  13. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Westropp. — Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery  and  Porcelain.  By  Hodder  M. 
Westropp.  With  Illustrations,  and 
List  of  Marks.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth,  4s.  6d. 

Whistler's  (Mr.)  Ten  o'clock. 

Crown  Svo,  hand-made  paper,  Is, 


Whist.  —  How    to    Play    Solo 

Whist.  By  A.  S.  Wilks  and  C.  F. 
Pardon.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

White. — The  Natural  History 

of  Seiborne.  By  Gilbert  White, 
M.A.  Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper 
and  half-bound,  23. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.), 
Works  by: 
Science  In  Short  Chapters.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra.  Vs.  6d. 
A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    With 

Illusts.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 
The  Chemistry  of  Iron  and  Steel 

Making,  and  of  their  Practical  Uses. 

Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  93. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 
Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Populai 
History  of  Development.  3rd  Ed, 
With  259  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
book.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio- 
logical. Third  Edit.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  63. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illusts.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  63. 

Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations. Cr.  Svo,  Is.;  cl.  limp.  Is.  6d. 

Glimpses  of  Life  and  Nature.  With 
1 1  lusts.  Cr.8vo,cl.  ex.,33.6d.  [Shortly, 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Storfes  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Cavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends. 

Wood. — Sabina:  A  Novel.     By 

Lady  Wood.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Wood(H.F.),DetectiveStoriesby: 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each ;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Passengerfrom  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Woolley. — Rachel  Armstrong; 

or.  Love  and  Theology.  By  Celia 
Parker  Woolley.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  23.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by: 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges 
With40oPictures, Caricatures,  Squibs 
Broadsides,  Window  Pictures,  &c. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt.F.S.A, 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by  : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Land  at  Last,  j  The  Forlorn  HopOi 
Castaway. 
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Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors, 
crown  8vG,  cloth 
BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 


Philistia. 
Babylon. 
In  all  Shades. 


The  Devil's  Die. 

This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 

BY  REV.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Cella's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
•Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY    WALTER   BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster.   |   Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
Herr  Paulus.|For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  |  God  and  the  Man. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

BY  BUTTON   COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 


For  Maimie's  Sake. 


Foxglove  Manor. 
Masterof  the  Mine 
Heir  of  Linne. 


Annan  Water. 

Matt. 

The  New  Abeiard 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.     |  The  Deemster. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Juliet's  Guardian.    |    Deceivers  Ever. 

BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page,  j  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight, 
MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonina.  |   Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poop  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
TheTwo  Destinies 


The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The   Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
"  I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
TheLegacyofCain 
A  Rogue's  Life, 
Blind  Love. 


BY   WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvatioa. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears. 
Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 


Queen  Cophetua. 
One  by  One. 


A  Real  Queen. 
King  or  Knave:* 


Prejaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray. 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow, 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Loving  a  Dream. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE, 
Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 
Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance* 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

BY  SIR  A.   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  ISAAC  HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT, 

Thornicroft's   Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self  Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW, 
Fated  to  be  Free. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued^ 

BY  K.  ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY, 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON, 
Patricia  Kembail. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord? 
"  My  Love  !" 
lone. 

Paston  Carew. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 

BY  HENKY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fieyce. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy, 

The  Waterdaie  Neighbours. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley   Rochford. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camiola. 

BY  AGNES  MACDONELL, 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open  !  Sesame ! 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


Coals  of  Fire. 
Val  Strange. 
Hearts. 


Life's  Atonement 

Joseph's  Coat. 

A  Model  Father. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

BY  CHRISTIE  MURRAY  and 
HENRY  HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 

BY  GEORGES  OIINET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

BY  MRS.  OLII'HANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY  OUWA 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strath  more. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil    Castle- 

maine's  Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
ADog  of  Flanders 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess  Naprax- 

ine. 


TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village    Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma 

Othmar. 


Some      Private 
Views. 

TheCanon'sWard. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

Talk  of  the  Town. 

In    Peril    and    Pri- 
vation. 

Holiday  Tasks. 

The    Mystery    of 
Mirbridge. 

The    Burnt     Mil- 
lion. 


Lost  Sir  Massing 

berd. 
Walter's  Word. 
Less    Black    than 

We're  Painted 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
From  Exile. 
A   Grape   from    a 

Thorn. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  ]    The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

BY  CHARLES  READS. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash.  |     Peg  WofRngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  |     Foul  Play. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation 


A  Simpleton. 
Readiana. 


Guilderoy. 
Syrlin. 

BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL, 
Gentle  and  Simple. 


The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

The  Jilt.  [Animals. 

Good     Stories    of    Men    and    othep 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden-Party 
Weird  Stories. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman.         |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I     Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.       |     Sebastian. 

BY  HA  WLEY  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

BY   T.    W.   SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS, 
Proud  Maisie.  |  Cressida. 
The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE, 
The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
Frau  Frohmann.    I    Marlon  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land  Leaguers. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPS. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.     |  Mabels  Progress. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYILER. 
Mistress  Judith. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued—' 

BY  SARAH  lYTLER, 

What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Brides  Pass.  \  Saint  Mungo's  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Lady  Bell.  I    Buried  Diamonds. 

The  Blackball  Ghosts. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 
BY  EDMOND  ABOUT.  , 

The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.    j       Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow .» 
Valerie's  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Strange  Stories. 
Philistia.  The  Devil's  Die. 

Babylon.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 

BY  REV.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  |    Eve. 

BY  FRANK  BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT  &  J.   RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With   Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  |  My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room, 
All  In  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Than. 
Herr  Paulus. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.      |      Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTT^ 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  |  Flip. 

Maruja.    |    A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

BY  HAROLD  BRYDGES, 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 


POPULAR    NOVELS. 

boards,  2s.  each. 


BY  ROBERT 
The    Shadow    of 

the  Sword. 
AChild  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the 


BUCHANAN. 

The     Martyrdom 

of  Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 

The  Heirof  Linna 
Mine 


BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
ASonofHagar.      |  The  Deemster 
BY  COMMANDER  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 

BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  [Juliet's  Guardian 

BY  AUSTIN  CLARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

BY  MRS.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

BY  M  ACL  A  REN   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY    WILKIE   COLLINS. 


Antonina 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  P 
New  Magdalen 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 


My  Miscellanies 
Woman   in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe 
Heartand  Science 
I   Say  No. 


Lady.  .    — ^    .,„. 

TheTwo  Destinies  The  Evil  Genius 
Haunted   Hotel.        Little  Novels. 
A  Rogue's  Life.         I 

BY  MORTIMER   COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 


From  Midnight  to 
Midnight. 


A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS 

Sweet  and  Twenty.  |      Frances. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

You  Play  me  False. 

BY  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

BY  BUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 

BY  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The    Prophet   of  the    Great    Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  In  Spain 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  I    Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 


Oliver  Twist. 
Nicholas  Nickleby 


Sketches  by  Boz 
Pickwick  Papers. 

BY  DICK  DONOVAN. 
The  Man-Hunter. 
Caught  at  Last ! 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
BY  CON  AN  DOYLE,  &c. 
Strange  Secrets. 

BY   MRS.   ANNIE   EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.      1     Archie  Lovell 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 

°^^BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.       1   Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tiilotson. 
Polly.  I    Fatal  Zero- 

Seventy  five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.   E.   FRANCILLON. 


Olympia. 
One  by  One. 
A  Real  Queen. 


Queen  Cophetua. 
King  or  Knave. 
Romances  of  Law. 


BY  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 

BY  HAIN  FRI SWELL. 

One  of  Two- 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  the 
World  Say  ? 

In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

In  Pastures  Green 

Queen  of  the  Mea- 
dow. 

A  Heart's  Problem 


In  Honour  Bound 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


The  Dead  Heart. 

BY    WILLIAM    GILBERT. 
Dp    Austin's  Guests.  |    James  Duke 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

BY  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLWAY. 
EveryDay  Papers. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  LADY  DUFFVS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS   HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  y.  BERWICK  HARWOOD, 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE 


Sebastian  Stroma 

Dust. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

Love — or  a  Name* 


Garth. 

ElliceQuentin. 
Fortune's  Fool 

MissCadogna.  .. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

BY  SIR   ARTHUR   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER, 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT, 
Thornicroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self  Condemned.  |  That  other  Person 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY, 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK  KERSHAW, 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions 
BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
Passion's  Slave. 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott  Castle 

BY  JOHN  LEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

BY  MARY  LI NS KILL. 
In  Exchange  for  a  Soul. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  .J'  [  Paston  Carow 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love."  |       lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

Dear  LadyDisdain 
The    Waterdale 

Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's 

Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 


MissMisanthropa 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a 

Season. 
Maid  of  Athene. 
Camiola, 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued-^ 

BY  AGNES  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |      Lost  Rose. 

BY  \V.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 


Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 


Open!   Sesame. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild 
Oats. 

BY  y.  MASTERMANi 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.       |      Mr.  Dorillion. 

BY  MRS.  MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

BY  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
ALife'sAtonement     Hearts. 
A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
By  theGateofthe 
Val  Strange  [Sea. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 

BY  HENRY  MURRAY. 
A  Game  of  Bluff. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance  ?  or  Fate  ° 

BY  GEORGES    OHNET. 
Doctor  Rameau. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies.       |   The  Primrose  Path. 
The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  OUIDA. 
Held  In  Bondage.     TwoLittleWooden 


Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human 
Nature. 

First  Person  Sin- 
gular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 


Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Castle- 

maine's  Gage. 
Tricotrin.  |  Puck. 
Folle   Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa.  [ine. 

Princess   Naprax- 


Shoes, 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village   Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi.  |  Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 

Othmar. 

Ouidas    Wisdom, 
Wit, and  Pathos. 


In  a  Winter  City 

BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN 


Lost  Sir  Massing- 

berd. 
APerfect  Treasure 
Bentinck's  Tutor. 
Murphy's  Master. 


A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 
A  Woman's  Ven- 
geance. 
Cecil's  Tryst 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued^- 
Clyffards  of  ClyfFe  ;  Mirk  Abbey 
The  FamilyScape- 
grace. 


Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her 

Humorous  Stories 

Gwendoline's  Har- 
vest. 

£200  Reward. 

Like  Father,  Like 
Son. 

Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath 
Him. 

Not    Wooed,    but 


Less    Black    than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof 
High    Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
Some     Private 

Views. 
From   Exile. 
A    Grape    from    a 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit :  A  Memory. 
The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
Glow-worm  Tales 


Won.    I    The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge 
BY  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  |    The  Forelgnei^ 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 
Gerald. 

BY  CHARLES  READS. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to    Mend. 
Hard  Cash.  |    Peg  Wofflngton 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
Foul   Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Simpleton.  A  WomanHatep 

Readiana.  The  Jilt. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good     Stories    of    Men    and    othei* 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories.     |      Fairy  Water." 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JAMES  RU  NCI  MAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued^ 

BY   W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star." 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe, 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.   I  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather.  |  The  High  Mills. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Heart  Salvage.     I   Sebastian. 

BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells.]  Mary  Jane  Married. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Tales  of  To-day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 
A  Match  In  the  Dark. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
TheGolden  Hoop.  |  By  Devious  Ways. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.    |  Prince  Otto. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  I     Proud  Maisle. 

The  Violin  Player. 

BY  IV.  MOY  THOMAS. 
A  Fight  for  Life. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPS. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.   ELEANOR    TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.      |  Mabel's  Progress. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  contintied~» 
BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marion  Fay- 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers.l  JohnCaldigate 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
BY  J.T.   TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
BY  MARK  TWAIN.       ■ 
Tom  Sawyer.     |    A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
A   Pleasure  Trip  on   the    Continent 
Huckleberry  Finn.  [of  Europe. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bcide's  Pass.  |    Buried  Diamonds. 
Saint  Mungo's  City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Lady  Bell.      |    Noblesse  Oblige- 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline  |  Disappeared. 
The  Huguenot  Family. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.    |    Regimental  Legends 

BY  H.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 
Sabina. 

BY  CELT  A  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 
Rachel  Armstrong;  or.Love&Theology. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope,  i    Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 


POPULAR    SHI 
JefT  Briggs's  Love  Story.  Bret  Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.      By 

Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Senfenced  !    By  Somerville  Gieney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.     By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's   Diamonds.    By 

luLiAN  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds. 

By  Charles  James. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.    By 

Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.  By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by  Justin 

H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Dolly.     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Lily  Lass.  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 


ILLING    BOOKS. 

Was  She  Good  or  Bad  ?    By  W.  Minto. 

That  Girl  in  Black.  By  Mrs.  Moles- 
worth. 

Notes  from  the  "  News."    Jas.  Payn. 

Beyond  the  Gates.   By  E.  S.  Phelps. 

Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 

Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 

Jack  the  Fisherman.   By  E.  S.  Phelps. 

Trooping  with  Crows.   ByC.  L.  Pirkis 

Bible  Characters.    By  Chas.  Reade. 

Rogues.     By  R.  H.  Sherard. 

The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 

How  the  Poor  Live.     By  G.  R.  Sims. 

The  Case  of  George  Candlemas.  By 
George  R.  Sims.  [Speight. 

The  Sandycroft  Mystery.    By  T.  W. 

Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 

Father  Damien.   By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 

A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 


J.  OGDEN  AND  CO,   LIMITED,   PRINTERS,   GREAT   S.^FFRON   HILL,  E.Ct 


n 


^ 


n^- 


m 


i^m 


Deacjdified  using  the  Bookkeeper  process. 
^Jeutralizing  agent:  Magnesium  Oxide 
freatment  Date:  Feb.  2003 

PreservationTechnologies 

k  WORLD  LEADER  IN  PAPER  PRESERVATION 

1 1 1  Thomson  Park  Onve 
Cranberry  Township.  PA  16066 
(724)  779-9 ^■\^ 


-'  ■  t    *  -'' 


^m 


.-.■\' 


